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Summary: Hiccup takes it upon himself to bring an old friend of his 
back to Berk. However, upon arrival. Hiccup discovers that his old 
playmate isn't so apt to life with dragons, and struggles to make him 
part of the Berk Dragon Academy. Hiccup has only one chance to show 
his friend the benefits of training dragons, otherwise he risks 
losing his friend forever. 


1 . A Memory of Friendship 
How to Train Your Friend 
By Joei Write 
Chapter 1 

A Memory of Friendship 

The dancing rays of the sun were captured in the evening tides that 
strutted around the gleaming waters of Berk. Every single wave that 
moved through the water performed in its own unique way; this was 
pleasantly appropriate due to the inhabitants of the island, namely 
Hiccup and his dragon trainers. No one really knew what to think 
about Hiccup and all of his dragons, friends, and accomplishment s ; as 
for Hiccup himself, he was just grateful to be alive. The best dragon 
trainer on the island was sitting in high places, on the edge of a 
cliff to be exact, and beside him was his very own dragon. Toothless, 
the fastest and smartest dragon on Berk. Hiccup leaned back with his 
arms stretched, and then he exhaled heavily. He had been flying 
around all day with the Twins doing drills about what you should do 
if you'd fall off of your dragon and plummet towards the ground. 
Hiccup and Toothless needed to demonstrate this feat of trust so many 
times that after a point. Hiccup was actually more physically 
exhausted than Toothless had been, and they were forced to call it a 
day . 



Regardless of his long training session. Hiccup was still marveling 

at everything that had happened in the last few months. Not three 

months ago he had been the runt of his father's heritage, scrapping 

by every day with more harassment than the last; yet now, he was the 

most respected viking on the island, befriending and training a Night 
Fury, and even going so far as to teach the other vikings how to ride 
dragons for themselves. Two months ago he was having difficulty 
trying to keep the newly befriended dragons under control, but his 
father, Stoick the Vast, had more than enough courtesy to give Hiccup 
and his friends the Dragon Academy as needed. Most recently. Hiccup 
was feeling grateful to be alive because he had just survived his 
third extended stay on the dreaded Outcast Island. While he was 
there, he was held hostage by Alvin and his feared henchmen, ready to 
be executed at any given moment. By some miracle. Hiccup and 
Toothless prevailed and made it off the island with no further body 
parts missing, and made it home to Berk to sleep in their own 
beds . 

The light of the setting sun blinded Hiccup for a moment, and the 
sudden pain it caused his eyes shocked him back into reality. He 
covered the light with his hand and squinted, trying to see normally 
again, and blinked swiftly in succession. Toothless picked his head 
and tilted it, watching what his friend was doing, though not quite 
understanding the predicament. Hiccup blinked a few more times, and 
then shook his head, gaining his normal sight once more. He then 
turned to Toothless and smiled, shrugging his shoulders. Toothless 
did his best to smile back as he always did, and Hiccup only giggled 
at the attempts Toothless always made. Hiccup then got up and walked 
over to Toothless and laid back down against his side. 

"I'll tell you something buda€ 1 " And the dragon's ears perked up. "I 
love how everything has been going latelya€lbut there is one person I 
wish I could share it all with." Toothless leaned in his head, and 
Hiccup only patted it and stroked his nose. "Don't get me wrong 
buda€ 1 you ' re the best friend I've ever had, no doubts. I did have a 
friend before you though, a long time ago." Toothless rattled his 
head, clearly intrigued and desired more. Hiccup picked up on this 
and nodded towards his companion. "Well uha€ 1 geesa€ 1 I haven't had to 
talk about him in years." The young viking said while reaching to 
scratch his head. "He's a little older than mea€ 1 brownish-white 
haira€ 1 green eyesa€l?" Hiccup shrugged his shoulders, not knowing 
what his dragon wanted to know. Toothless nudged Hiccup's shoulder, 
he wanted more. " Ia€ 1 uha€ 1 well , his name was Jorvar. He left when he 
was eight years old, and I don't think we've spoken since." The Night 
Fury still made grunts and moans. "What more do you want 
Toothlessa€ 1 a story or something?" And the dragon slightly nodded; 
Toothless' ability to understand human speech was both a gift and a 
curse to Hiccup. "Alright thena€ 1 uha€ 1 " And he scoured his mind for a 
good memory of his old friend. "Oha€ 1 I got ita€ 1 " Hiccup expressed 
calmly . 

It was the beginning of a new spring on the island of Berk, Hiccup's 
mother had been long since passed away and Stoick was busy as ever 
running the tribe with the help of Gobber and the other leaders. It 
was a mildly clear day, though the skies didn't reflect the mood 
Hiccup was feeling that afternoon. He ran up the stairs of his home 
and dove under the bed. The little seven year old Hiccup did his best 
to remain quiet while his playmate in the house scrambled to find 
him. Hiccup giggled in a playful manner, and tucked his legs and arms 
further under his bed, trying to conceal himself as much as possible. 



Hiccup counted to ten, twenty, thirty; he still hadn't been found. 
Hiccup was convinced that he had won, and gently crept out from 
underneath the bed and stood up. As he turned around he saw a small 
plush dragon resting in the palm of his friend's hand. Hiccup 
screamed and fell backwards onto the floor. 

"Ha haa€ 1 got you again Hiccupa€ 1 !" Jorvar taunted his friend and 
hopped off the bed. Hiccup was grasping his chest as he tried to 
breathe easy. Jorvar extended his hand to assist Hiccup in standing 
up, and as he pulled Hiccup up off the brunneous wood that made up 
the top half of his home, all Hiccup could do was shriek. 

"Why would you do thata€l?" He moaned his complaint to Jorvar. "You 
know I'm terrified of thosea€ 1 thosea€ 1 dragons ! " He screamed and 
pointed at the small dragon doll that Jorvar was still holding in his 
hands. Jorvar immediately regretted doing that to Hiccup, as he only 
meant to spook him. 

"I'm sorry Hiccup, I didn't mean to scare you so badly, I was just 
trying to make you laugh." What he was saying was sincere, and Hiccup 
knew it, but the principle of how he had gone about his scare 
could've killed Hiccup. 

"Still Jora€ 1 that ' s no reason to used that dragon doll my Mom got me. 
It looks so mean and spiny, I don't wanna touch it." And Hiccup 
coward away from the small toy and ran down the stairs to sit by the 
fire that burned inside his home. 

Jorvar felt bad about his attempt to arouse some excitement to the 
duo's small, but simple game of Hide and Seek. He threw the toy 
behind him and walked down the stairs and sat next to Hiccup. Both 
children put their hands out to be warmed by the fire, as it was 
always burning, lighting up every single winter night and summer 
evening on Berk for the two friends. After rubbing his hands 
together, Jorvar placed his shoulder over Hiccup's to try and comfort 
him, but Hiccup just pulled away and huffed the best he could. Jorvar 
was saddened by this, but all vikings are stubborn in one way or 
another. Jorvar thrust his arm over Hiccup more fiercely than before, 
and he completely grasped Hiccup's neck and pulled him in. Jorvar 's 
knuckles bore down on Hiccup's head and noogied him like he was 
Stoick. Hiccup laughed out loud as he tried to escape from the lock, 
and soon, Jorvar and Hiccup had both had enough and Jorvar let go. 
Hiccup waited until he stopped laughing to say something. 

"You know that hurts my heada€ 1 !" Hiccup exclaimed joyfully while 
rubbing his scalp. Jorvar chuckled. 

"But you like it when I do it anyway." And the two laughed once more. 
After they took in air for yet another breath of life, Jorvar placed 
his hand on Hiccup's shoulder. "But really Hiccupa€ 1 sorry for the 
thing with the dragon; I didn't know that it would scare you that 
badly." Jorvar 's eyes drowned with sincerity, and Hiccup saw every 
drop of it. 

"It's okay Jora€ 1 I just really don't like dragonsa€ 1 they ' re 

soa€ 1 spookya€ 1 " Hiccup wrapped his arms around himself and shook upon 

ending the sentence, but Jorvar 's mind had created an idea. 


"Hey Hiccupa€ 1 " And the young viking turned to Jorvar. "Let's make a 
pact right nowa€ 1 when it comes to dragons, let's promise to always 



have each other's backsa€ll'll keep a Night Fury's eye on yours if 
you'll do the same for mine." Hiccup was terrified of dragons, this 
was true, but in his heart, he thought that as long as Jorvar was 
there, how badly could it truly end? Hiccup smiled, moved his hand 
out and spit on it. He then reached out to Jorvar. 

"Deala€ 1 " And Jorvar spat on his own hand as well, and then the two 
shook . 

"Deala€ 1 " Jorvar announced with pride. 

"And that's it buda€ 1 nothing more to it." Hiccup finished his tale to 
Toothless. The dragon had been listening intently the entire time, 
and it wasn't long before he saw the sadness come back into Hiccup's 
eyes. "There's no point though. Jorvar 's parents decided to leave 
Berk after the dragon's attacks became more 

f requenta€ 1 actuallya€ 1 they were the only family to do so. Huha€l guess 
the stubborn part of our forefathers didn't carry over to them, huh 
bud?" Toothless snorted, his way of laughing. Hiccup then stared out 
back over the water towards the setting sun. He noticed that his 
memory must've taken longer to explain than he thought it would, as 
the sun was now touching the water, and had turned a dark orange, red 
color. Hiccup stood up and stretched his arms over his head, and then 
he sighed. "Oh well, I guess we'd better start heading back bud. On 
the bright side, this is a great time for our evening flight." 
Toothless roared, happy that their daily flight around the island at 
sunset was about to be undergone, it was one of Toothless' favorite 
things to do with Hiccup. 

The sky was dark when the two finally touched back down on the ground 
with a massive thud. Toothless' black wings blended effortlessly with 
the night sky as they landed in front of Hiccup's house. Before long, 
they walked into the front door, heard it creak as it always had, and 
across the room. Hiccup saw his father Stoick eating mutton. He 
watched his dad guzzle some water down with the meat, and once Stoick 
set the mug down, he finally took noticed of his son and the dragon. 
"Hiccupa€ 1 good to see you son; how's the dragon training been 
goinga€l?" And he took another swig of water and meat. 

Hiccup never truly knew how to speak to his father, even after 
everything that he had done. Though, in this position he really 
didn't have time to think, so he talked the way he usually did. "Oh 
it was just fine. I now know that I have two dragon trainers who 
don't entirely trust their dragona€ 1 so I had to fall off Toothless 
over and over again to demonstrate. My body couldn't take anymore 
falling!" He complained and threw his hands up. Stoick laughed, he 
never had such problems with his Thunder Drum, Thornado. Hiccup felt 
a need to change the subject, so he thought he'd inquire about 
Jorvar. "Hey Dad, can I ask you somethinga€ 1 ? " Stoick put down his 
food and listened. 

"Sure, go ahead." And placed his fist against his head; he had a look 
as if he wasn't curious, but as a father, he needed to listen. 

"Do you remembera€ 1 you knowa€ 1 Jorvar Asvalda€ 1 the sixtha€l? He was my 
playmate when I was a lot youngera€l?" Stoick 's eyes 
widened . 


"Wella€ll was convinced you'd forgotten about him a long time ago. 
Good lad, strong willed, brave hearta€lhe was a true Asvald." Hiccup 



silenced his dad in a polite way, as he wasn't done. 

"Uha€ 1 yeah hima€ 1 where did he and his family goa€ 1 ? And what ever 
happened to thema€l?" Stoick rubbed his chin and snapped his 
fingers . 

"I know thisa€ll got a letter from them a few years ago." With that, 
he stood up and walked over to a chest behind them. He popped the 
lock and picked up a stack of paper and scurried through them as he 
walked back over to the table with his dinner on it. The huge viking 
tossed aside many papers until finding the desire one. "Here it 
isa€l" And he reread it. "It says that they settled down in 
Wintersbreath . That's quite a ways from herea€ 1 on the shoreline of 
the mainland actually; it also says that the family took up 
leatherworking, making hides and skin clothing. Quite a respectable 
prof essiona€ 1 " Hiccup got a little ahead of himself a blurted 
out , 

"Do you think we can send him a lettera€ 1 ? ! " Stoick and Toothless 
both looked at Hiccup confused. 

"What for sona€l?" 

"To ask them to come backa€ 1 ! The dragon threat is overa€ 1 they ' d have 
better lives here now. We have no shortage of skins for them to use, 
and trade ships pass through here every couple days. It'd expand 
their business all over the place!" Hiccup threw up in arms for his 
last reason, and it all seemed very credible. Stoick pondered this, 
as he wasn't so sure if it was a good idea. 

"I'll leave this up to you Hiccup. They were more your friends than 
mine. If you choose to send Jorvar a letter. I'll throw in a good 
word as well . " 

There was no hesitation. Hiccup instantly ran upstairs to his room, 
pulled out a piece of parchment and quill with ink and wrote faster 
than he had ever before in his whole life. He included in the letter 
all that had happened to him on Berk. His friend Toothless, talking 
to his new friends, starting a Dragon Academy; it all seemed like the 
perfect letter to Hiccup, and before long, Stoick marked it and put 
in that good word. Hiccup encased the letter and placed it on his 
desk, thrilled to send it. Toothless was also excited, as he felt an 
odd urge to meet this old friend of Hiccup's, he didn't feel 
threatened, but more so a sense of curiosity. 

The trade ship passed through Berk in a number of days, and with it 
leaving, it also carried the letter across the sea towards 
Wintersbreath. Hiccup watched from the dock as the boat pulled away. 
Toothless by his side. He scratched Toothless' neck, and the dragon 
purred. "He'll get it bud, he's got to. I mentioned that the dragon 
attacks have stopped. I guess now we just have to waited and see." 

The hope in Hiccup and his dragon grew, but the further the ship 
sailed away. Hiccup also found himself growing more and more fearful 
with each passing moment. He only wished that Jorvar would at least 
consider returning, for if the two were reunited, it'd spark an old 
friendship that Hiccup was sure would benefit not just himself, but 
the whole Dragon Academy as well. 


2. Aerodynamics of Complusion 



How to Train Your Friend 


Chapter 2 

Aerodynamics of Compulsion 

Sunlight rose and fell over the island of Berk for many weeks after 
Hiccup and Toothless watched the ship carrying their letter to Jorvar 
leave the dock. It had been nearly two months since Hiccup felt a 
part of himself drift out to sea with his letter, and so far, there 
had been no signs that his summon was heeded. There was nothing that 
he could do regardless; life on the island of Berk went on as normal. 
Stoick brushed off that the letter had been sent to begin with and 
returned to focusing on his duties as chief. Hiccup did his best to 
continue teaching the students of the Berk Dragon Academy all that he 
had to offer as far as training, but more than often his mind would 
drift like the ship into thought and get lost at sea. His small feats 
of loss that were demonstrated at random times didn't go unnoticed by 
the other dragon trainers. 

The most prominent stand out that he was hurting was the fact that 
every time training was done for the day. Hiccup would retreat with 
Toothless around the island, scouring for ships and other boats, 
hoping to hear some news or to find his friend. However, every day 
ended the same as the one before it. He'd maybe find one ship every 
few days, but it'd just be traders coming to or from the island 
looking to make a profit. At one point he had found a ship whose crew 
said that all merchant instructed with delivering a message were 
usually tardy about it, as they sail for money, not closure. And so 
his dampened mood remained, and there was still not a thing that 
Hiccup or his Night Fury Toothless could do but stay seated, and hope 
that Jorvar would come through. 

This trend of depression continued to accelerate in Hiccup's mind as 
he sat on Toothless' back on yet another aimless day of waiting for 
Jorvar to show his face on the island of Berk. The water was dimly 
shimmering with the sun that was still high in the sky, as the clouds 
were rolling overhead against the strong blue, daytime ceiling. 

Hiccup fastened himself to his Night Fury, his equal, his friend. He 
then gave Toothless a mild kick in the side and made him swiftly fly 
to another rock to panorama around the crags and formations that 
lined the island. Still, there was nothing he could see, just endless 
ocean, like a prison wall keeping his friend out of his 
grasp . 

Hiccup and Toothless suddenly heard another cry, one that was very 
distinct and was quite the head turner. They spun around and saw 
Astrid dive out of the sky, obviously, she was riding Stormfly. They 
dipped in danger and broke the wind that was rushing past them to 
gently land on the ground next to Toothless. Hiccup could see the 
concern on Astrid' s face, and he immediately knew what this 
conversation was going to be about. "You're always running off like 
this after class. Is there something you want to talk about?" She 
made a hand gesture over her shoulder, swatting a fly or otherwise. 
Hiccup received the message. 

"It's just thata€ 1 " Hiccup knew that all of the friends that Astrid 
had ever known were all still on Berk, so she wouldn't understand his 
dilemma, but she was still a good friend, and it was tough to hide 



anything from her. "I figured that Jorvar would've at least sent some 
indication that he saw the letter by now. I meana€ 1 even if he decided 
not to come back, he could've at least responded. I know that Vikings 
are stubborn and all buta€ 1 buta€ 1 " Hiccup couldn't finish the 
thought, he was too frustrated. Toothless sensed the aggravation, and 
nudged Hiccup from below. Hiccup felt the movement and smiled. 

"Thanks buda€ll'll be fine thougha€ 1 " 

"Wella€l" Astrid began. "Maybe the wait will go by faster with a 
little friendly competition. How about a racea€l?" She teased, as 
fast as she knew Stormfly was getting with her steady diet of 
chicken, she knew that it still wasn't enough to beat Hiccup on his 
Night Fury. Hiccup shot Astrid a look of confusion and oddity, and he 
seemed to respond without saying anything, but Astrid refused to give 
him a choice. "Greata€l" She boasted loudly. "See you therea€ 1 " And 
with a gale of win, Stormfly and her rider were gone. Hiccup fixed 
the ruffle in his hair the wind had caused, and Toothless growled, 
eager to protect his title as fastest dragon on Berk. 

"Finea€ 1 let ' s go buda€ 1 " Hiccup said and clicked Toothless' tail into 
place. Not a second later, they were slicing through the air, gaining 
swift ground on the Deadly Nadder that was already far ahead of 
them . 

Hiccup leaned forward as to reduce the air drag and increase his 
speed. Astrid turned around and saw them getting closer to her, and 
she moved up and whispered into Stormfly 's earhole. With a subtle 
motion, Stormfly swirled her tail in a circular motion and let loose 
several spines off of her tail, darting backwards towards Hiccup and 
Toothless. It was one of Astrid' s nasty tests; she was always doing 
that to Hiccup. "Toothlessa€ 1 plasma blasta€ 1 !" The order escaped 
Hiccup's mouth in timelessness, and Toothless shot his signature bolt 
at the spines and they each blew to bits separately. Toothless flew 
up next to Stormfly and Hiccup gave Astrid another glance, this time 
of determination. "Soa€l where is the finish line to this race 
exactlya€l?" He asked her, the wind breaking the voices that 
echoed . 

"I was thinking your housea€ 1 first to land in front of your house 
wins." And she spun underneath Hiccup and increased her speed, 
plowing through the air towards Hiccup's house in the main 
village . 

Hiccup refused to lose at his own event, there was no beating their 
team, everyone on Berk knew it, and even Snotlout admitted it on rare 
occasion. Hiccup changed the tail setting for Toothless and ducked 
even further down to make themselves more aerodynamic, and after 
that, everything was a blur. Astrid saw a scalding black flash tear 
through the sky next to her, and the aftermath of wind didn't even 
hit her until a few seconds later. Hiccup held his grip, as he'd only 
gone this fast on Toothless for the rarest of occasions. The sky and 
land came at them like lightning, and Hiccup felt the land beneath 
his feet in the blink of an eye. Astrid flew down to meet him a few 
moment later, accepting defeat, but Hiccup knew that this was only to 
take his mind off of Jorvar, even if it was for just a minute. The 
She-Viking and dragoness grounded themselves and walked up to Hiccup, 
extending a hand. 


"Well done Hiccupa€ 1 you ' re still the fastest on Berk." Astrid was an 
honest Viking, but Hiccup was hesitant to shake hands. 



"I know why you did that Astrid, and I appreciate it, I really do." 
Hiccup smiled, and reconsidered the handshake, but Astrid withdrew 
her hand and instead approached Hiccup in full body and embraced him 
in a whole hug. Hiccup wrapped his arms around Astrid and squeezed, 
feeling her friendship radiate like the heat of dragon's fire. Astrid 
returned the grip, slightly harder than Hiccup, but she could tell 
that he didn't mind. It lasted several moments, and Hiccup was the 
first to pull away. "Suddenlya€ 1 life isn't so bad without Jorvar." 
Hiccup proclaimed with a treasured grin. Astrid put her hands on her 
hips and grinned with one side of her mouth like she always had, and 
then she felt herself grow compassionate. 

The moment was broken by Fishlegs suddenly hovering by on Meatlug and 
yelling their names. "Hiccupa€ 1 Astrida€ 1 !" They nailed their gaze in, 
and then both looked to their hovering friend in unison. "There's a 
boat heading towards Berk, it's about to docka€ 1 we think you'll like 
who's on it!" And Fishlegs flew away with his Gronckle. Hiccup looked 
at Astrid; he saw that she was slightly disoriented, for if the 
Viking he was hoping for was on the ship, her short lived effort 
would be wasted. 

"Astrida€lif Jorvar is down therea€ 1 it won't make a difference. I 
really am grateful for what you tried to do." Hiccup tried to give 
her the condolence that she deserved, but Astrid only seemed 
disappointed . 

"It's fine Hiccupa€ 1 let ' s go meet your friend." And she walked 
towards the dock planks. Hiccup only sighed. 

"Stay here buda€ 1 " He told Toothless, "I think we should wait to tell 
Jorvar about Berk training dragons." 

It was a joined effort, but both Hiccup and Astrid made their way 
down to the dock to welcome Jorvar, if it truly was him. As they 
walked down the wooden bridges to the docking area, they saw the ship 
was still coming in, as it was close, but hadn't fully anchored. 
Hiccup stood his ground as he watched the ship finish its venture and 
halt its sails and drop anchor, tying itself down and fastening the 
lines. Hiccup and Astrid both held their breaths, and then they 
breathed relief, it was him. The still young Viking proudly hopped 
off the ship, leaving his parents onboard behind and running to 
Stoick. Stoick scooped him up in his arms and hugged the little lad 
like he had been his own son, even though after the letter was sent 
he had ignored him. All of Hiccup's other friend ran to greet Jorvar 
as well while the parents gave their strength to get Jorvar 's 
belonging off of the ship they had arrived on. From far away, all 
Hiccup could hear was idle chatter. Astrid sensed his 
distress . 

"Something wrong Hiccupa€l?" She asked him. 

"I just thought of something that I hadn't considered before." And 
Astrid got closer, intrigued. "What ifa€lwhen Jorvar finds out that 
we train dragons nowa€ 1 he starts acting like Mildew? What if he hates 
dragons with a passion, claims he'll never ride them?" Astrid patted 
his shoulder. 

"You're overthinking this thing again Hiccup. If he's half the Viking 
you've built him up to be, he'll be a fine dragon trainer." Hiccup 



wanted to believe her, in this moment, with his friend only a few 
short steps away, how could he not? 


Hiccup and Astrid finished the walk down to the dock where Jorvar had 
landed, and Hiccup tried his luck once more. "Jorvara€l !" He screamed 
and waved his hand up high. Jorvar turned around and through Hiccup's 
entire group of friends, he saw him. Jorvar 's faced became 
bioluminescent , a crackling fire, a shooting star across the sky. 

This was the reason he had come back, this was the moment he had 
endured weeks of sea travel for, it was all for this moment when he 
would be reunited with Hiccup again. Jorvar sliced through the small 
crowd of Vikings gathered around the ship and barged towards 
Hiccup . 

"Hiccupa€l !" He hollered towards him, his playmate, and childhood 
ragdoll. Hiccup couldn't run well, not with his metal leg, so he 
steeled himself to the ground and waited. Jorvar nearly set the wood 
of the dock on fire he was running towards Hiccup so fast, and before 
either of them knew it, Jorvar dove into Hiccup. Both toppled to the 
floor boards of the pier, and both cracked up laughing as Jorvar got 
up off of Hiccup and pulled him to his feet. "Gees Hiccupa€ 1 " Jorvar 
started. "I can't believe it's youa€ 1 ! You look so much different, I 
hardly recognize you bud." Jorvar was a kindhearted spirit; he wasn't 
one to use such words as bud, pal, or dude. 

"I knowa€ 1 I feel different too. But you Jorvara€ 1 " Hiccup said and 
gestured to all of him. "You've changed even more than I had. What 
happened to that whitening hair of yours?" Hiccup asked Jorvar. It 
was true, Jorvar appearance had changed. His hair was now browner 
than it was white, and his eyes had changed from green to a 
green-gray mix. He was still slightly taller than Hiccup was, but 
that was nothing more than a mild age difference. He wore a 
well-crafted fur vest and boots, and silky shirt and pants. It was 
definitely a notable change in the would-be dragon trainer, something 
Hiccup was itching to tell him about. 

"I'm not sure what happened to my haira€ 1 it just kind of a€ 1 stopped 
going white. Weird huha€l?" And Hiccup nodded. Jorvar then took 
noticed of Astrid standing behind Hiccup. "Astrida€ 1 I see you haven't 
changed at all." 

"Nice to see you Asvalda€ 1 " Astrid said with a sneer. Jorvar backed 
off immediately, but then spun right back around to Hiccup. 

"So Hiccupa€ 1 now that I'm back on Berka€ 1 what are we going to do 
first? Go swimminga€ 1 ? Hike the trailsa€l? Raid some dragon's 
nestsa€l?" This was where the inevitable truth was going to come out. 
Hiccup could sense it. 

"Yeaha€ 1 about that Jorvar; look there's been a really big change on 
Berk since you've been gone and I think it'd be best if you justa€ 1 " 
Jorvar was paying full attention, as he was very curious, but the 
loud and grinding roar of Toothless, peering over the edge of the 
cliff and jumping down after a short glide, slamming onto the dock 
and running up to Hiccup made Jorvar 's fear manifest. "Yeaha€lwe 
uha€ 1 we train dragons on Berk nowa€ 1 " There, he had said it, the 
truth was out. Jorvar was feeling a mix of shock and petrification, 
and his body reacted the only way it could. The bump was heard, and 
Jorvar 's body was flat on the dock. 



Stoick took notice of this and walked over to Jorvar and picked his 
body up and placed it over his shoulder while Gobber closed his 
parents' mouths. Stoick hauled Jorvar past Hiccup and Astrid and 
chuckled over his shoulder. "He took it better than I thought he 
woulda€ 1 "And he laughed harder walking up the dock planks. 

"Yesa€la Viking fainting at realizing his home has drastically 
changed is drop dead hilariousa€ 1 " Hiccup said. Toothless and Astrid 
following Stoick up to their house. It was there that Jorvar would be 
given refuge until the truth sunk in, which by the looks of things 
wouldn't be for days. 


3. All Too Close 
How to Train Your Friend 
Chapter 3 
All Too Close 

The tingling sensations of the world began to slowly creep back into 
Jorvar 's body as his regained consciousness . His eyes had nearly 
blacked out for good, and his head was pounding as if it was an anvil 
getting hammered upon. He heard subtle noises around him, breathing, 
birds chirping, slicing of meat, talking that felt as if it was 
coming from below him; he couldn't describe his state if you had 
threatened him, he was far too dazed and confused. Jorvar felt a hand 
draw near, the air around him told him so, and this hand wrapped 
around his neck and pulled him up. He felt the hand let go and 
retreat as he sat up in what he now realized was a bed. The wood that 
made the headboard was smooth, but splinters were always still a risk 
from something made by Vikings. He felt breath fly through his nose 
and out into the open, and he inhaled once more. It was then that his 
eyes flickered and opened, just enough to see blurry images around 
him. To his left he saw what appeared to be another person, shorter, 
brown hair, casual attire. On the right sat a very tall, pitch black 
person, and what massive ears did Jorvar see on this person. He also 
swore he could make out the outline of wings protruding from this 
person back, but he only assumed he was crazy. Jorvar hadn't 
remembered a thing, all he could remember was arriving on Berk, 
meeting Hiccup again, and after that, it was all a bowl of soaked, 
week old mutton. 

Jorvar blinked his eyes a few times in an attempt to make the visions 

around him clearer, but as he did, all he heard was an eerily 

familiar voice say quietly, "He's starting to come back to us 
buda€ 1 you might want to step out for this." And then he heard several 
loud footsteps go down what sounded like a flight of stairs. The 
shoulders he called his own began to aches with a burning twist, and 
he found that his hand moved to them and rubbed on his own without 
commanding it to do so. The hand then moved its circular motions to 

his chest, and then his arms. Jorvar felt a different hand get placed 

on his shoulder, and through the blur, he saw it was his friend. 
Hiccup. "Hey JorvaraC 1 feeling betteraCl?" 

Jorvar groaned and stopped massaging his arms and put his hands on 
his sides. " Yeaha€ 1 somewhataC 1 I don't really remember what happen 
though. We were talking and thena€ 1 that ' s ita€ 1 " Hiccup grew meek at 
hearing this, for now he realized that he'd have to explain to Jorvar 



the truth of Berk and their dragons yet again, and it was already 
painful enough the first time around. Hiccup wasn't too pleased to 
hear that he'd need to repeat himself, especially on this manner, so 
instead he tried avoiding the subject a little longer. 

"Wella€las long as you're feeling better. You know, Jorvar, everyone 
on the island is glad that you're back. Berk was missing something 
all these years that the Asvald family was gone. I heard that you 
picked up leatherworking. That's a nifty thing to be able to do." 
Hiccup was trying the classic honey-and-the-hatchet ; it was the only 
thing that he could think of before he delivered the bad news to 
Jorvar once more. Jorvar smiled at his friend's compliment, he needed 
some praise right now. 

"Thank Hiccup, I actually made everything that my parents and I are 
wearing. I got pretty good at making clothes and sheaths for the 
weapons our neighbors made. It was quite a profitable alliance that 
we had going on." It was then that Jorvar remembered why he and his 
family had come back to Berk in the first place. The idea dawned on 
his, and he was eager to tell Hiccup as such. "That reminds mea€ 1 the 
whole reason my family and I came back was because of what was in 
that letter you sent us. The way you illustrated the boom our 
business could make here on Berk with all these passing trade ships; 
with that kind of expansion, our leatherworking will be known around 
the world, to Vikings everywhere." Jorvar was still too weak to put 
any power into the words behind his vision, but he knew that the 
results would be extremely profitable. "Yeah, the way you and Gobber 
make weaponsa€ 1 combining that with our leathera€ 1 we ' 11 make plenty of 
living here." That was the cut off, as Gobber no longer made weapons 
to kill, he was a dragon dentist now, and the only weapons made were 
for fighting back the Outcasts, and they hadn't even attempted an 
attack in weeks. Hiccup knew this, and he could wait no longer to 
break the ice that coated his friend's inner bliss. 

"Yeaha€luh, Jorvara€ 1 " Jorvar was taken by surprise at Hiccup's 
sudden tone. "There a reason that you passed out on the dock. And I 
also realize that you're probably not going to like hearing 
thisa€ 1 againa€ 1 " Hiccup was doing his best, and he had slightly more 
confidence in saying it, as he already knew what the worst possible 
outcome could be. Jorvar pulled the covers of the bed off of him and 
sat up, facing Hiccup, who was on the side of the bed away from the 

stairs. Jorvar heard the crackling of the fire on the lower floor, 

but to him, the room he was in only got colder as Hiccup's news 
approached . 

Jorvar was eager to hear this news, for since it caused him to pass 
out the first time it struck him, he was building a mental dam as 
protection from the volley that was about to besiege him. 

"Wella€lwhat is ita€l?" He wanted to stall this barrage no longer. 

The inner pain that was beginning to build by Hiccup holding this 
news in was starting to feed on Jorvar 's inductions. Hiccup had no 
choice, he had already stabbed Jorvar with this news once before, and 

he had been as direct as Stoick, this time should be no different in 

his mind. 

" JorvaraG 1 the reason you passed out is because I told youa€ 1 " He 
inhaled, just in case, "Berk no longer kills dragons. We train them, 
ride them, live alongside thema€ 1 " Hiccup spoke to his pale fingers 
as he said this, too frightened to stare down his old friend. After 
his delivery was complete. Hiccup scratched to look at Jorvar, and 



once he did, all he saw was a blank stare. Hiccup was lost to time, 
it could've been minutes, seconds, or even hours before Jorvar even 
breathed. Jorvar slowly moved his now frigid hand to his head and 
caressed it, intertwining his fingers into his hair and rubbing his 
head. Leaving his hand on his head in this manner, Jorvar placed the 
elbow of that arm on his knee and leaned over, looking as if he was 
reckoning to cry. He sniffed in the slime of his nose, and breathed 
slowly . 

"So I wasn't hearing thingsa€ 1 " It all came back to him. Hiccup had 
bombarded this news to him on the dock, and the loss of the event was 
by his head hitting the evergreen wood of the dock. "Whya€ 1 why 
Hiccupa€ 1 ? Why would you train dragons? They're monstersa€ 1 " Jorvar 
was still too disoriented to raise his voice or get passionate about 
his argument, so all he could do was add solemn tone to his 
voice . 

"They're not as monstrous as you might think Jorvara€lmy dragon, 
Toothlessa€ 1 he saved my life before." Jorvar looked up from this 
statement, still not removing his hand from his brown-white 
hair . 

"I'll believe that went I see it." And he stood up, taking his hand 
away from his head at long last. Hiccup watched him walk around the 
bed and head down the wooden steps, each one creaking as he did so. 
The young dragon trainer followed after him, stopping at the top of 
the stairs. 

"Jorvara€ 1 where are you goinga€l?" He called and quivered at 
once . 

"I'm going for a walka€ 1 I need to be alonea€ 1 " He ignored Stoick and 
Gobber, as they had been sitting right there around the table in the 
corner of the room. Toothless was curled up into a ball on the side 
of the fire, and Jorvar didn't acknowledge his presence 
either . 

Hiccup dragged himself down the stairs after the sunlight poured in 
from the outside, and then vanished again as they heard the door 
shut, not slam. He arrived at the bottom and all the others looked at 
him, not with disappointment, but more a sense of curiosity. 

Toothless gurgled in his mouth, the usual foaming noise that he made 
which blended with the sound of the melodious fire that burned. 
Hiccup's every step echoed through the cabin and to the ears of his 
being, his heart ached and his own self-inflicted insanity grew like 
fungus on undercooked lamb. He sat down at the table with his father 
and old mentor, and before they said anything, he decided to be the 
one to bash the shields of hope together in a battle cry of 
shame . 

"Wella€lhe's feeling better overalla€ 1 not so sure about his 
aspirations specifically though. He's clearly not too fond of 
training dragons." Stoick patted Hiccup's shoulder in a fatherly 
manner . 

"Don't worry about that son, explaining the circumstance to his 
parents was no easy task either. They nearly got back in the boat and 
left again. This'll be a lot of work Hiccup, but we need to show the 
Asvald family that Berk can continue life _with_ dragons instead of 
against them. Gobber and I will continue to work on his parents, but 



you and your friends need to personally break Jorvar in. I wouldn't 
want him running off again, and I'm sure you wouldn't either." Hiccup 
nodded his head. Gobber added, 

"If Jorvar ends up refusing to live with dragons half as much as 
Mildew, he may just join the Outcast sa€ 1 that could be deadly for 
Berk. We need to show him how good dragons can be." Hiccup shook his 
head . 

"I already tried that Gobber. I told him that Toothless saved my 
life, he justa€ 1 didn ' t believe me." Stoick sighed. 

"Fear not Hiccupa€ 1 we ' 11 think of something. For now, go follow 
Jorvar around with Toothless, make sure he doesn't get into any 
trouble. Berk may be at peace, but this is still a dangerous island." 
Hiccup nodded and his father's request, and he turned around to 
Toothless and gestured for the dragon to follow him outside. 

Toothless had heightened intelligence like no other dragon did, for 
that, he understood the signal and the two disappeared outside. 

Hiccup mounted his friend, and the two vanished into the clear, teal 
sky of that morning. 

There were no set paths on Berk, no trails for forlorn hikers to 
travel, and no brown highways to sojourn on, only woods, cliffs, and 
bays were to be found on the island. It was through these diverse 
areas that Jorvar found himself wandering, kicking the sand on the 
coarse beaches, inhaling the wondrous odors of the evergreens that 
lined the forests, and scaling the heights of the cliffs and ridges 
towards the center of the mass. He sat atop a rock that was very 
high, so high that he could see the sky and the horizon line, with 
enough room in his sight to make out the line of Mildew's cottage and 
the rest of the village. One could say that he was sitting proudly 
upon the entire island's highest point. Below him was everything Berk 
held dear, the water, vegetation, and livestock. He sat and thought, 
wondered, dreamt, and enhanced all that had happened since he 
returned. His friends had forsaken the ways of their forefathers to 
have peace with the very beasts that they swore were their enemies. 
Logically, yes, ethical, possibly. Jorvar was still thinking over the 
right and the wrong with the setting, as he'd never seen himself as 
friends with a person who rode a dragon instead of mounting it's head 
on the wall as a trophy and wearing its skin as battle 
armor . 

"Whya€l?" He said aloud at last, as he hadn't spoken a word since he 
left Hiccup's home. "Whya€ 1 Thora€ 1 Odina€ 1 why must you task such an 
ordinary Viking like myself with trials like this? Has my family not 
been sufficient to you? What must I doa€l?" He proclaimed every word 
to the evermore sky above him, that still grasped its transcendental 
blue prisms. 

He had decided it had been enough; it was time for him to return to 
the village. He'd been out on his own for a substantial time, he had 
compiled his thoughts, and his mind was ready to speak for itself. He 
stood up from the rocks atop Berk, but his vision went white, and his 
head stung with hornet's bite. He grasped his head, he screamed, he 
knew not why this sudden pain had struck him, but it was unbearable, 
he couldn't stand it. His screams turned to groans, and his feet 
started to shuffle, flailing his upper half trying to eject the pain. 
Where there was once ground, solid rock, there was now air, wind and 
pure nothing. The flailing continued, and sent Jorvar right over the 



cliff side. He didn't realize he was falling until the pain finally 
vanished due to the air rushing past him and making his clothes dance 
in the wind. He wasn't scared, just stunned. He bid the top of the 
cliff farewell as he accelerated towards the beach that rested below, 
and his eyes became entranced by the sheer beauty of the natural 
cliff. He'd been counting the seconds after he accepted his fall, 
one, two, three, and four. It all stopped, his vertical decent was 
replaced by thick black claws vice griping his leg and yanking him to 
the side. His fall was now going horizontally; Jorvar never knew you 
could fall to the side like this. 

"Jorvara€l !" He heard, and snapped his bond to his trance. His 
enlightenment unfolded itself, and he saw now where he was. Hiccup's 
dragon. Toothless, had caught him as he was falling over the cliff. 
The air rushing past him now was a mix of the beat of Toothless' 
wings and the blades of wind Toothless used to fly ever faster. The 
land was quiet, quiet as he midnight tides. Toothless set Jorvar 
gently down onto the ground, and set down himself afterwards. Hiccup 
jumped off the dragon with satisfaction, and then he walked over to 
his friend to help him up. "You alright Jorvara€ 1 ? I saw you fall." 
Jorvar stood up easily, but he was still rattled. 

"Yeaha€ll'm fine. I guess I should stand up a little slower next 
time. When you stand up too fast, you get this really buzzing pain in 
your head . " 

"I knowa€ 1 that ' s happened to me before." Hiccup concluded Jorvar 's 
theory. Jorvar then stole a gaze at his rescuer. Toothless. 

"I don't like dragons Hiccupa€ 1 " It was a drastic change in subject. 
"But you were right. Toothless did just save my life. For that I'll 
make you a deala€ 1 " Hiccup was adding hope to his attitude in this 
moment. "I'll give you one chance to show me why living with dragons 
can be a good thing; if nota€ 1 I don't want you bothering me about 
them ever again. Deala€l?" And he extended his hand. There was no 
hesitation from Hiccup. 

"Deala€ 1 you ' 11 be riding a dragon in no timea€l" A smile bled its way 
onto Hiccup's face. Jorvar only crossed his arms. 

"I doubt thata€ 1 " 

They made their way home, walking of course by Jorvar 's request. The 
Asvald family was still in the process of building their own home, so 
Jorvar slept in Hiccup's room that night. Hiccup himself was eager to 
show Jorvar what it took to train a dragon, but was still worrisome 
as to what might happen should he fail his friend. Jorvar was nervous 
to get near a dragon at all, but he promised Hiccup he'd give it a 
chance, and that was enough to take the incentive. 


4. Nod Off Nadder 
How to Train Your Friend 
Chapter 4 
Nod Off Nadder 


Every young dragon trainer on Berk rose very early that day 


this 



obviously included Jorvar and Hiccup. The day burned with the same 
hope the sun does each morning, and with each step that Hiccup and 
Jorvar took towards the Berk Dragon Academy, each felt their past 
friendship slowly being reignited, stronger and fiercer than ever 
before. They chose to walk to the Academy by Jorvar 's request, as one 
thing he was definitely not going to be ready for on his first day 
was flying. To Jorvar, training and befriending a dragon was 
difficult enough to grasp, riding one and calling it his own was 
another day's lesson. Hiccup could feel the tension dangling between 
himself and his friend, and the fact that Toothless was following 
right behind them the whole walk wasn't very comforting, especially 
to the conversation that ensued. Both Vikings were very mellow in how 
they spoke, this was mostly due to the fact that Hiccup was 
essentially a Dragon Training Master, and Jorvar wasn't even a 
Novice, most likely not even a Rookie. 

Every time the wooden boards under their feet creaked on the pathway. 
Hiccup drew his breath to speak, but then in the same second 
withdrew. There was so much Jorvar was going to have to learn in such 
a small amount of time if he wanted to become a full member of the 
Berk Dragon Academy, not that he even knew if Jorvar wanted to become 
one. It was confusing in Hiccup's mind, but he was sure of at least 
one thing, training Jorvar in the art of handling dragons was going 
to be much easier than telling him Berk had changed, of that he was 
sure. Jorvar was still nervous to see a dragon walking behind him, 
but the awkwardness grinded to a halt. "Soa€l" He tried. "You're not 
going to have me riding a dragon or anything today are you 
Hiccup? " 

"Whata€ 1 ? No way, of course not. Actually getting on a dragon is a 
very lengthy process Jorvar, something I wasn't even ready for the 
first time I did it. There's no way I'd put you on the back of a 
dragon by yourself on your first day." This was reassuring, but still 
not so comforting to say the least. Though Hiccup was sincere, Jorvar 
was still quaking, and his heart beat fast. It wasn't much long after 
that when the brim bars of the Academy came around the corner in the 
distance . 

All the members of the Academy had already arrived by the time that 
Hiccup walked in with Toothless and Jorvar following behind him. It 
was clear, sunny day, almost as clear has Hiccup's head was starting 
to become. He took a moment to pause and listen to the waves crashing 
on the cliffs outside the Academy. He also stopped and watched birds 
fly overhead. In his mind, suddenly, he wasn't so worried. Odin had 
given them a spectacular day to train, and it wouldn't do Jorvar any 
harm to learn under such bountiful conditions. He turned back to his 
old friend, and gestured towards the other trainers that had already 
lined up their dragons. It was decided the previous day after Jorvar 
had been rescued that they would teach him in the classical method, 
and that meant starting by enabling him to identify each species of 
dragon by scale colors, patterns, horn and spike placement, and 
intensity of their fire. It was all around looking to be going 
smoothly, and Hiccup smiled thankfully that Snotlout and the Twins 
hadn't messed up the procedure, though he was holding his breath on 
the latter. 

"These Jorvara€ 1 are the most common species of dragons that you're 
going to encounter now that you live on Berk. While I find the 
easiest way to tell each dragon apart is by their obvious differences 
in coloration and body structure, there are other methods. But we'll 



dive into that a bit later. Astrida€ 1 " And she stood ready next to 
her dragon. "Please introduce our friend here to the Deadly Nadder." 
She nodded, and her dragon, Stormfly looked like she was well behaved 
and ready to carry out her task. 

"Glad to Hiccupa€ 1 " And then in a flash she suddenly became very 
stern with Jorvar, almost like he was back in his early days of 
schooling with the foulest substitute teacher imaginable. "Alright, 
if there's one thing you need to remember about the Deadly 
Naddera€ 1 it ' s that you can't let her looks deceive you. Her scale 
pattern is very beautiful I admita€lbut she also possesses tail 
spines, and believe it or nota€ 1 a Nadder also had the hottest fire of 
any dragon species currently known. They're generally friendly as 
long as you make sure they know you're not a threat, but step out of 
line just one time, and they'll hammer down on you like a mother 
bear . " 

Nothing Astrid said was well received by Jorvar; if anything, Astrid 
had just made him terrified of the Deadly Nadder. Following her 
necessary ramble, Astrid picked up a wooden shield and threw it up in 
the air and gave Stormfly a hand signal, which was followed in 
succession by her turning about and flicking her tail. Jorvar heard a 
deadly whistle noise creep through the air and saw that the shield 
had been impaled to the side of the arena by four large spines that 
had no doubt come from Stormfly 's tail. Astrid made her dragon ease 
up afterwards and crossed her arms, as if she had just proven a 
point. Hiccup stepped in to try and calm his friend's nerves 
down . 

"Okaya€ 1 thank you Astrida€ 1 " And he slowly moved Jorvar towards the 
next dragon in the line-up, the Monstrous Nightmare. 

During the brief change, Jorvar looked over his shoulder and stole a 
glance at the Deadly Nadder. He checked out her features for himself, 
as he was a bit too distracted by her frightening display of accuracy 
to actually admire the dragon in all her splendor. She had very long, 
bent claws; claws such as those were probably capable of tearing 
through iron and the hull of ships alike. He also noticed the mild 
flaw in her horns. With the majority of the Nadder 's horns pointing 
backwards, flying at high speeds could be a risky move, as if she 
were to suddenly stop, the rider's face would most likely be skewered 
on those horns. The news that the Nadder 's fire was the hottest was 
also a mild set back to Jorvar. That, coupled with the risk of 
accidental death on her horns was enough for him; the Nadder was most 
surely not his dragon of choice. He hoped that the Monstrous 
Nightmare was better, but with Snotlout as its trainer, he had very 
low expectations. He could assume so by the attitude on Snotlout 's 
face as they approached him. 

"Snotlouta€ 1 " Hiccup cautiously began, "Pleasea€lif you will." And he 
gave the okay for Snotlout to introduce Jorvar to Hookfang's 
species . 

"Thank you Hiccupa€ 1 pleasea€ 1 Jorvara€ 1 " He boasted and widened his 
arms out, almost like he was an usher exaggerating the exceptionality 
of a stage production. "Never before have you seen anything as 
awesome as the Monstrous Nightmarea€ 1 aside from me of course." 
Snotlout took a moment to look over to Astrid and wink, to which she 
crossed her arms and scowled. Snotlout shrugged it off. "She digs 
mea€ 1 " He loudly whispered to Jorvar. "Anywaya€ 1 the Monstrous 



Nightmare is the only dragons that fits the standard set for riders 
like you and me my friend. If you want firea€lthe Nightmare has got 
all the fire you want!" And he turned around and kicked Hookfang in 
the lower jaw, causing the beast to jump up in shock, while 
simultaneously setting itself ablaze. What followed was a quick roar 
noise, and within seconds, Snotlout was dangling from Hookfang' s 
mouth, in the usual playful sort of way that Hookfang intended. 
Although, it was anyone's call the day this would end and Hookfang 
would really try and gobble down his incompetent rider. From within 
the jaws of Hookfang, a distraught Jorvar, mostly from the 
pyrotechnics he had just witnessed, heard Snotlout 's muffled voice 
say, "Seea€l? What did I tell youa€ 1 ? You want onea€l?" 

Jorvar most certainly didn't have to second guess himself on this 
one. The unnecessary display of the Nightmare's natural control of 
fire aside, Jorvar could tell purely by eye scanning the dragon that 
this wasn't going to be the right dragon for him. Not only could he 
tell that these things had a natural instinct to light up when it 
became cold, which was something he couldn't control regardless, 
there were other sporadic details among the creature that turned off 
Jorvar. Not only was it one of the loosest cannons he'd ever seen, it 
was much too big. Jorvar was still taken aback by the daunting task 
of training a dragon, and he wanted to start small; or at the very 
least, _smaller_. Not only that, but the spines protruding from 
Hookfang' s neck, a trait all Nightmares probably had, would make for 
an extremely uncomfortable saddle placement. He'd be prying wedgies 
out from his undergarments every time he got off from a ride. He'd 
prefer a dragon that had a slender shape for an easier ride, much 
like the Nadder he'd previously seen, which no doubt needed to be 
ridden by the thighs. All in all, he'd seen enough. 

"Can I see the others nowaCl?" Jorvar peeped to Hiccup. Only a mere 
second went by, and Jorvar had completely his mental analysis of the 
Nightmare, he had decided, and now he was ready for the next 
specimen . 

"AlrightaC 1 Ruff a€ 1 Tuff a€ 1 " Hiccup said and directed Jorvar 's 
attention to the next dragon, or dragon (s) . 

Before they even began to inform Jorvar, if one could call it that, 
about the Hideous Zippleback, Ruffnut swung her arm over her head and 
clocked Tuffnut in the head. He was dazed for a moment, but recovered 
quickly and used a hammer fist on his sister's helmet. It quickly 
enveloped into a head bashing contest that one would compare to 
mountain goats fighting for a mate. It was amusing to watch the first 
few minutes, but soon Jorvar just got bored. He did find it humorous 
how they could break out into such a simple fight without exchanging 
a single word between them. It was true, the whole conflict, even 
from the initial hit; there was no evidence of verbal communicat ion 
making a cameo, only physical. 

While the Twins roughly settled one of their many pointless 
conflicts, Jorvar decided it was time to scan another one of Hiccup's 
possible dragons. The major con that Jorvar saw with a Hideous 
Zippleback was the fact that it was a single dragon with two heads. 
This simple fact alone meant that the Zippleback needed two riders, 
so even if he had decided to choose one of these dragons, he'd have 
to wait until someone else picked the same dragon. Two heads are 
better than one, but not when you're a Rookie dragon trainer trying 
to learn the personalities of the different species. Not only that. 



but Jorvar also made due to mention that no two Zippleback heads have 
the same personality, so he'd have to keep track of and manage both 
heads of his Zippleback should he acquire one. It wasn't out of the 
question that a skilled dragon trainer could likely control both 
heads and ride it as a single dragon, but Jorvar was no such rider. 

He felt as if one head to manage was difficult enough, so again, the 
Hideous Zippleback was an interesting dragon, but he'd have to 
pass . 

Without a word. Hiccup and Jorvar moved onto the final dragon in the 
lineup, the Gronckle. Before Fishlegs even got a word out to Jorvar, 
he could by default clue together the rigid features of this dragon. 
It was also a factor that Jorvar had seen how Meatlug acted around 
the other dragon, in which it was more of a giant playful ragdoll 
than an actual dragon. That minor mishap in its personality, at least 
what the Rookie considered a mishap, plus its small body structure 
and stubby wings which would no doubt beat like a hummingbird, or 
maybe an insect like a fly at best, there was no way Jorvar was 
choosing a Gronckle. Hiccup had explained to Jorvar that Fishlegs was 
one of the more well-read students, if not, the most well-read 
student at the Academy, and he wanted to cut the broad Viking some 
slack, but in this situation with the dragons he was faced with, he 
couldn't spare any sympathy. 

"Actuallya€ 1 " He chimed into Fishlegs' opening statement before it 
began. "Hiccupa€ 1 may I speak with you a second?" Hiccup couldn't say 
no to a simple request such as that. They walked out of hearing 
distance, and Jorvar was sure to check to make sure the Twins weren't 
listening before he spoke. Verbally groveling, Jorvar decided to be 
concise. "Hiccupa€ 1 please tell me you have another Night Fury around 
here. These dragons are justa€ 1 " he desperately tried to think of a 
less offensive term than the ones already jumbling around in his 
mind, "Nota€ 1 doing ita€ 1 for me." Hiccup understood. 

"Sorry Jora€ 1 Toothless is the only Night Fury I've ever 
seena€ 1 actually the only Night Fury anyone has seen. When the time 
comes for you to pick your dragon, it's going to have to be one of 
these. There's not much else to choose from, not unless you want a 
Terrible Terror or a wild Changewing." Not only did Jorvar swell with 
disappointed and mild feats of anguish, he also bulked with 
submission . 

"Change whata€l?" Hiccup shook his head; he was going to have to 
teach his friend a lot. 

"Come on JorvaraC 1 you can pick a dragon lateraC 1 for now, how about 
some basic lessons?" Jorvar gulped so loudly, you would've thought 
Thor had brought the hammer down on a nearby town. 

Daylight crept over the Academy's metal bars like multitudes through 
the crags of desert sand. The whole passage was seemingly pointless, 
as Jorvar hadn't made contact with a single dragon. He started to 
wonder after a point what the reasons for his failure could be out 
loud. For some reason unbeknownst to him, the Twins seemed to have 
their minds set that the answer was simply that the dragons hated his 
hair. According to Ruffnut, it 'wasn't the right shade of brown to 
make the dragon feel comfortable.' It didn't matter to Jorvar, he'd 
heard weirder things throughout his life from even weirder people, as 
impossible as that may sound. 



"What's my problema€l?" He continued to think aloud. Tuffnut huffed 
and snorted, somehow at the same time. 


"Maybe the dragons just hate youa€ 1 ask Snot louta€ 1 he can give you 
advice on thata€ 1 " He said. 

"That's ria€ 1 heya€ 1 !" Snotlout boasted from Hookfang's saddle. Hiccup 
was also pondering the situation. 

"Hey Jorvara€ 1 !" He called over. "I got an ideaa€ 1 " He said and 
pulled himself onto Toothless' back. The agile dragon then walked 
over to Jorvar and Hiccup pulled him up. "Hang ona€ 1 as alwaysa€ 1 " 

With no further notice, they were gone in seconds. 

Hiccup still wasn't a master dragon trainer, but he could spot 
laziness where it was present. He was able to do this by having 
Snotlout and the Twins in his dragon classes all these months. Hiccup 
had flown them to a spot by the beach where they used to play, namely 
the beach that was said to have 'pink' sand because of the way it 
looked at sunset and dusk. Toothless touched down on the riptide 
meeting and modeled across the sand until Hiccup halted him to a 
stop. He hopped out and Jorvar, still not used to flying, needed to 
hold his stomach for obvious reasons. Hiccup sat down on a rock and 
picked up a shell to admire it for a moment while a Jorvar held down 
his lunch and sat next to him. Hiccup put the shell down and faced 
Jorvar, intent with truth. 

"So Jora€ 1 " he began, "Care to explain to me why you're not actually 
trying to befriend those dragonsaCl?" 

"WhataCl?" The sarcasm dripped like snake venom from his sailor's 
lips. "Not tryingaC 1 ? I was reallyaClyou think Ia€l" Hopeless cause 
from start to finished, because as mentioned. Hiccup could see right 
through it. Jorvar picked up on this immediately, and dropped the 
act. Yes, it had all been a one man play under his direction. Even 
the thinking out loud was a coup to get them to think dragons didn't 
like him. He hadn't been hitting them or making them face down eels, 
so why had he done what he did? Jorvar sighed. "I don't HiccupaC 1 it ' s 
justaC 1 seeing you so comfortable with those dragonsaC 1 it sort of 
makes me feel like I've lost my best friend. I mean, we both dreaded 
those things as children, and nowaClwell, it's just sort of hard to 
accept . You knowaCl?" 

"YeahaClI know. Trust me Jor, I know probably better than anyone in 
the Academy. I know we made promises to protect each other from 
dragons, but is that promise really necessary now? Look at us 
JoraCl we've been apart for years, and even back then the only real 
thing that we bonded over was dragons, dislike for them or nota€ 1 at 
our friendship's heartaC 1 dragons were there. They're the reason we're 
friends, and nowa€ 1 we can grow off of thataClbut this timeaClin a 
more positive way. Don't you thinkaCl?" 

Before Jorvar responded, he thought back over his past friendship 
with Hiccup before he and his family left Berk. Now that Hiccup had 
reminded him, he realized that everything he said was true. They 
became friends over dragons, even though at the time, it was over a 
mutual fear of them. Now, all these moons later, they did have the 
chance to use that common epicenter again, but this time as aspiring 
dragon trainers, not dragon slayers. Jorvar was still thinking over 
what he could say, but a sudden whiplash of roars broke the streams 



of morality in his cerebellum. 


"What was thata€l?" Jorvar asked. 

"Deadly Naddera€ 1 and by the sound of ita€ 1 a lot of them tooa€ 1 " 

Hiccup said standing up and listening carefully as the roars echoed 
again. "Come ona€ 1 " 

And they flew off into the rocks around Berk to look for the Nadders . 
Circling the island, they found the light to spot a group of 
traveling Nadders that seem to have landed on Berk for a midflight 
injury. Hiccup assumed that it was their migration leader that had 
been injured, as the others seemed too young to know how to migrate 
on their own, instincts or otherwise. Jorvar counted up about eleven 
Nadders, a fairly small number for a dragon migration as a total, but 
large for a group consisting of only one species. They immediately 
flew back to Berk and the Academy, gathering all the help they could, 
this included herbs for the wounded leader. Amidst the extravaganza, 
Jorvar got to observe Hiccup and the others, namely Astrid, befriend 
the wild dragons, enough so to move the dragons back to the Academy, 
out of harm's way and safe enough for the time being. 

"Where did they all come fromaC 1 ? The Deadly Nadder isn't supposed to 
be migrating for another month." Astrid was always the keen one, she 
knew everything about the Deadly Nadder. Hiccup was as baffled as she 
was . 

"I don't know Astrid, but there's a reason, and I'm sure it won't be 
long before we figure it out." Hiccup looked over his shoulder and 
saw the Nadders nestling in around the leader, like a giant pile of 
Viking laundry. Though the thought made him quiver, he knew that it 
was time to call it a day. 

"AlrightaC 1 let ' s head back home. That's all I can really take for 
now." He didn't have to tell anyone twice, especially Snotlout and 
the Twins, they were already gone. However, when Jorvar tried to join 
Hiccup on Toothless' back, he stopped him. "Jora€l these Nadders 
aren't going to be territorial, this isn't their home. Anda€l since 
you were being a little dishonest in class todaya€ 1 " Friendsa€ 1 ? Yes, 
but Hiccup was still Jorvar 's teacher, technically speaking anyway. 

"I think you should stay here with the Nadders tonight." It wasn't a 
suggestion. Before Jorvar could respond. Toothless had vanished 
against the diminishing light of day, the transition from dusk to 
evening . 

Jorvar turned around, quaking like a low magnitude earthquake and 
insulted himself under his breath. "Dunga fifla€l" 


5. A Crimson Shine 
How to Train Your Friend 
Chapter 5 
A Crimson Shine 

"How do you think he held up last night? I mean, I've never seen you 
sentence anything like that to any other trainer. You haven't even 
given that kind of punishment to the Twins." 



"I knowa€ 1 that ' s because the Twins won't listen to me. They never 
have, so I figured something like that would be useless on them. 
Jorvar however _has_ the decency to listen to me. If he doesn't, then 
it's of f iciala€ 1 no one except you and Fishlegs in the Academy pays 
any attention to what I say." 

White snow rained down on the young Vikings as they carried out their 
fresh conversation on the way to the Berk Dragon Academy. They had 
taken notice of the frozen water coming down on them. It was not 
unusual for the young dragon trainers of Berk to have a class, or 
rather training session, under such conditions. The snow wasn't thick 
enough to prove a nuisance, but yet, it wasn't dense enough to become 
slippery upon melting. It was that gentle, powdery mix of soft and 
coarse that everyone wishes snow would stay as. The two had been 
flying gracefully on their mighty dragons through the snow, and they 
were grateful that a dragon wasn't affected by the cold; this was due 
to their inner fires which fuel their breaths. 

"Well let's just hope that the Nadders didn't touch him. I mean, you 
already told me that he wasn't really trying yesterday, so I'm 
anxious to see how he held up." 

"You and me both Astrid; I have all faith in Jorvar, he's a reluctant 
Viking, but so were you. There's no reason that he should've had any 
problems. You know as much as I do that a Nadder is only territorial 
when it's near its nesting area or home. These are migrating Nadders 
Astrid, and though I'm not sure what could've caused their leader to 
receive that wing injury midflight, they know by instinct that 
they're in no position to act aggressively with all these other 
dragons around." Hiccup relayed his analysis of the situation to his 
fellow trainer. 

"Well thanks for telling me something I already know. What does this 
have to do with whether or not Jorvar managed to spend a night with a 
bunch of Nadders?" Astrid was confused as to why Hiccup would give 
her information that she already knew. 

"It means that if something did happen, we can use it to figure out 
what we're dealing with. Besides, we didn't close the gate all the 
way. I made sure it was left open just enough for Jorvar to slip out 
should something go wrong. You know, enough for him, but not enough 
for the Nadders to break out and get loose." 

Astrid could never understand Hiccup's methods. She could only assume 
that it was from months of trying to train the Twins and Snotlout. 

One day he'd be the more lenient mentor in the archipelago, and then 
the next he would crack down on students like he was trying to split 
a log with a blunt axe. While she held hope in her heart for the 
coming session, she, like Hiccup, had a lot of faith in Jorvar. She 
never truly showed it though, as when it comes to training new 
recruits for the Berk Dragon Academy, Astrid and Hiccup never quite 
saw eye to eye. Hiccup believed in the more humane approach, where 
Astrid was fond of the blunt method, where you'd throw the trainee in 
a cage with a dragon and see how they did. Hiccup never understood 
Astrid when she acted this way, but he continuously told himself that 
it was probably for the best that he never found out. 

The falling snow was obscuring their vision, but it wasn't long after 
their conversation ended that the Academy came into sight, even 



through all the blinding whiteness. Hiccup made sure to note the area 
around the arena. There seemed to have been no signs of struggle, and 
no apparent burn marks. He also heard no rampaging roars of any kind, 
nor the sounds of clanging metal. But most importantly, he didn't 
hear the sounds of a screaming Viking running for his life against a 
cage full of Deadly Nadders . 

They approached the Academy steadily. Toothless closed the distance 
between them and the large dome shaped cage and settled down amidst 
the bountiful amounts of snow that flickered up when Toothless 
landed. Stormfly had also kicked up quite the snowstorm, but a 
Nadder's wings were smaller than a Night Fury's, so the havoc soon 
subsided. Hiccup hopped off Toothless, his metal leg making contact 
with the ground first. The clang rung in the air amid the falling 
snow, as if it was bouncing off each and every snowflake that drifted 
around them. The four listened to the gentle wisps that drifted by 
them. There was a sharp wind making its way through the metal bars of 
the dome, and the metal rang like war drums. Hiccup inhaled. He could 
sense something was nearby, and not just the Nadders, or Jorvar, it 
was something entirely different, almost like Dragon Rider's 
Intuition. He took a step, the snow crunched under him, for it wasn't 
as thin on the ground as it had been near the village and along the 
paths that led to the Academy. He walked along the wooden boards and 
crossed down into the Academy. He noticed that the cage was exactly 
how he had left it, ajar in case of an emergency and Jorvar needed to 
escape . 

"Astrida€ 1 !" He called behind him. "Can you get the door?" Hiccup saw 
her nod, and along with Stormfly, they moved towards the handle at 

the front of the pathway that led down into the Academy. Hiccup heard 

the clank of the lever, and before him the metal door of the arena 

cranked open with a clang. The snow was still drifting into the cage 

through the openings in the sides of the metal bars, and Hiccup 
walked into the Academy steadily. Toothless walked up behind Hiccup 
and made a cooing noise, an indication for concern. "Easy bud, we'll 
be fine. But I do feel like something weird is in here. I hope Jorvar 
is okay; I mean, I wasn't too harsh on him. The Nadders shouldn't 
have had a reason to attack him. I'd honestly be shocked if they 
did." Hiccup paused, and then shook his head. "Ah what am I saying 
bud, he's fine. I'm sure of it." Toothless gurgled his tongue and 
made a soft groaning sound. He was content with the way Hiccup had 
handled the situation. 

As they proceeded further into the Academy, Hiccup looked around the 
rims of the arena and saw the Nadders, each one sleeping soundly. 
There seemed to be no apparent issues, and even the Alpha Nadder, as 
large as he was, seemed to be resting peacefully amid the falling 
snow. The Alpha Nadder, as mentioned, was a bit larger than the other 
Nadders that made up the herd. It was to be expected though, as he 
was male, and skimpy dragons do not become the leaders of their 
herds. He was a few feet taller than Stormfly, and even for a female, 
Stormfly was rather tall. His scales were a mix of blue, green, and 
turquoise, with his wings exhibiting shades of yellow in designated 
patches and scattered placement of brown and orange. All in all, 
there was nothing out of the ordinary about him, aside from his 
damaged wing. 

Hiccup turned away from the Alpha and spun around looking for Jorvar. 
At first he didn't see him, but then he noticed that one of the 
cages, the area where the dragons had previously been kept, had its 



door open a bit. It was highly possible that Jorvar could crack it 
open a bit and slip through, without the Nadders ever knowing about 
it. "Wait here buda€ 1 " Hiccup ordered his dragon. Toothless' pupils 
narrowed, for he didn't enjoy when Hiccup made him wait behind. But 
even Toothless, the powerful Night Fury that he was, acknowledged 
that there was no danger present. As such, he also wondered what the 
strange feeling that he and his rider shared. They'd felt it as soon 
as they walked into the Academy, and it made Toothless' wings shake a 
bit, as if they were being bitten by frost coated jaws. Toothless 
planted his bump on the stone floor of the arena and folded his wings 
against his side. He was prepared to wait for Hiccup. 

With every step towards the open door. Hiccup could hear the Nadders 
around him beginning to stir. He assumed that their footsteps, 
coupled with the sound the door made upon being cranked open had 
begun to pulled them back towards the world, and out of 
unconsciousness . Their wings and tailed twitched, and some of them 
even started to flick their eyes open. Hiccup wasn't concerned, for 
he had already gained the trust of all the dragons by the time the 
herd had been shipped to the Academy for the night. Hiccup approached 
the crack, and he maneuvered inside. It was one of the few times in 
his life he was glad he wasn't muscular or heavily built, for if he 
had been, he'd have to use the switch to open the door and cause more 
noise. Dragons, much like Vikings, are cranky when they are woken up 
before they want to, but then again, the Vikings of Berk were always 
cranky, regardless of why. 

Once inside. Hiccup saw exactly what he thought he would, but with a 
twist. He saw Jorvar, as expected, but there was something else in 
the small enclosure. Jorvar was still asleep, but wrapped around him 
was a Nadder, a very young Nadder by the look of it. It appeared to 
be female. Hiccup could tell because its horns were still growing 
straight, and female Nadders tend to have more spines on their tails. 
What struck Hiccup the most about this Nadder was that instead of the 
usual shades of blue, green, and occasionally violet or purple that 
were commonly found on Nadders, this young Nadder was a startling 
crimson red, almost copper-brownish in color around her forehead, 
rear, and wings. Her tail and wings were coated in a layer of light 
brown scales, but her body, legs, neck, and head were all said 
reddish color. Hiccup was not only surprised, but also confused, as 
he'd never read anything about red Nadders in the Book of Dragons. 
He'd make sure to catalogue this as soon as he could. 

Hiccup broke away from the Nadder and turned around to look out the 
door into the arena, as to see the activity of the other dragons. He 
saw that most of them had already woken up, and several of the 
younger ones were even interacting with Toothless, though by his slit 
pupils, he was anything but amused. Even the Alpha was awake, and 
Astrid had long since entered the dome area and started tending to 
the dragons. Hiccup, satisfied with the scene, turned around and 
began to walk towards Jorvar and the crimson Nadder. 

As he got closer, the beast began to fidget about, much as the others 
had, and before long, her yellow eyes crept open, like rays of 
sunlight on the cliffside as the sun sets. It wasn't long before she 
started moving around her wings, and soon she stood completely up. 
Jorvar didn't move, for he was still asleep, and the Nadder unraveled 
her tail from around him. It was then that Hiccup noticed that the 
Nadder 's tail was exceptionally long. That ' d be very useful for 
maneuverability in cramped areas. The spines on her tail were still 



developing, and it was clear she'd never shot spines from them 
before. Her head looked like it would come up to Stormfly's thigh, so 
she still had quite a ways to grow. She stretched her wings, and then 
started towards the door. Hiccup stepped out of her way and watched 
her push the door open with her snout. Not only was this dragoness 
rare in coloration, but she also seemed exceptionally intelligent. 

The crimson Nadder exited the room, and Hiccup finished the trek 
towards Jorvar's body on the floor. He knelt down and rubbed his 
friend's shoulder. 

"Hey Jorvara€ 1 get upa€ltime to start your traininga€ 1 againa€ 1 " He 
tried to sound as gentle as possible. Jorvar stirred, and Hiccup 
heard him breathe outwards, an indication that he had been awakened. 
Jorvar reached up to his head with his hand and rubbed his hair. The 
headband he was wearing didn't budge, it must've been strapped on 
tightly . 

"Hiccupa€l?" He mumbled out. And he rolled himself over and saw 
Hiccup standing there with his hand on his shoulder. "Aha€ 1 morning 
already? " 

"How was the night with the Nadders?" 

"Finea€lthey hardly even looked at me." 

"How'd you get into this caged area?" Hiccup inquired. Jorvar 
chuckled softly to himself as he started shaking the weariness out of 
his system and got on one knee, for he was about to stand up. 

"One of the Nadders stepped on the lever that opens the containment 
area of this place. They were so startled that they immediately ran 
away from it, but the door got stuck while trying to close. I figured 
it was safer to sleep in here than it was out there." Hiccup nodded, 
it seemed logical to him. 

"Alright, then; now, Jora€ 1 you made me a promise to give it your all 
today. Make sure that you actually try, or do you want to spend 
another night in the Academy with the dragons?" Hiccup crossed his 
arms as he spoke, and Jorvar rubbed the back of his head and giggled 
as they walked out the door and into the open area of the arena with 
all the dragons. 

"Yeaha€ 1 quite a homecoming; my second night on Berk and I get to 
spend it on the floor, in a cage, surrounding by wild dragons. That's 
a life, right there." They laughed in unison. 

Hiccup noticed how Jorvar hadn't said a word about the crimson 
Nadder, so he assumed that the Nadder had found its way into the cage 
with Jorvar after he'd fallen asleep. Why a young Nadder would take 
the initiative to care for a wayward Viking such as Jorvar, Hiccup 
didn't know. His only guess was that for one reason or another, the 
Nadder had taken a liking to Jorvar. He started wondering how he 
could possibly use this to teach Jorvar about dragons, because if one 
of them had already taken a shine to him without him even trying, it 
was possible that Jorvar could become a natural at befriending and 
training dragons. 

Hiccup also didn't remember seeing a crimson Nadder when they had 
initially moved the herd to the Academy. Once again, he was forced to 
assume that the creature had been hiding, and followed its herd into 



the Academy after it saw that it was safe. Astrid had told him that 
the Alpha was doing well, and with that Hiccup made Jorvar do trust 
exercises with the Nadders for the majority of the morning. This 
included them sniffing him, brushing up against him, and Hiccup 
giving him a knife that the Nadders could purposefully watch him 
throw away. It worked for Hiccup while trying to befriend Toothless, 
so why not for a Deadly Nadder? 

They broke for lunch at noon, and the other members of the Berk 
Dragon Academy had been given the day off, as Hiccup didn't feel he 
could focus on training Jorvar, while also keeping the Twins and 
Snotlout under control. Immediately after their meal. Hiccup 
instructed Jorvar to begin feeding the dragons, and with Astrid' s 
help, he passed out the chicken and fish that the Nadders enjoyed, 
much to their appeasement. However, Hiccup saw that the crimson 
Nadder had disappeared. It wasn't anywhere in the ring, and after 
looking a second time, he saw that Jorvar wasn't either. He had a 
thought . 

Hiccup walked back towards the crack in the cage where he'd found 
Jorvar and the Nadder sleeping earlier that morning, and once he 
peered inside, he was surprised at what he saw. Jorvar was standing 
in front of the crimson Nadder with a basket of fish, and he was hand 
feeding each individual fish to her, placing them directly in her 
mouth. Once placed into her maw, the Nadder garbled it up like it 
chum, and then batted its eyes like a puppy, as if begging for 
another piece. He heard Jorvar giggle. Hiccup was astounded, as even 
he didn't start hand feeding any dragon that quickly, especially 
Toothless. Soon though, the basket was empty, and Hiccup saw Jorvar 
turn around to exit the room, the Nadder began to follow. Hiccup hid 
behind the door, and as they walked out, he crossed his arms and 
smiled . 

"How's the dragon Jor?" The words flew out of Hiccup's mouth like the 
lightning a Skrill channels through its wings and stomach. Jorvar 
turned around in a haste; he was clearly surprised by Hiccup's 
presence. He started chuckling nervously. 

"You uh, saw that huh?" And Hiccup nodded at Jorvar. "Well, what can 
I say? She likes me. Enough not to torch me, that isa€l" Hiccup 
tittered softly. 

"We should head home." He suggested, and Jorvar nodded. 

"Yeah, good ideaa€ 1 " 

They started to head back, and they chit-chatted a bit as they went. 
It wasn't long before both of them noticed that they had a stalker. 
The crimson Nadder trailed up behind them, stomping on the wooden 
planks of the walkway like a group of hungry Vikings being served 
their first serving of lamb after a long winter. It was a moment 
before both Hiccup and Jorvar realized that they had forgotten to 
close the gate to the Academy. In their bewilderment, Astrid flew by 
on Stormfly, and as she passed them, they saw her pleasantly waving. 
Hiccup read her look from afar, and it was clear that while they'd 
forgotten to close the gate, she had not. Thankfully, the crimson 
Nadder seemed to be the only one that followed them, and was 
subsequently the only one outside the Academy. However, by the look 
of things, the Nadder would be following Jorvar home like a stray 
dog. They could handle a single Nadder; it'd be near 



effortless . 


Jorvar and Hiccup arrived at their house soon after, and Jorvar 
stopped in front of the steps that led up to the door. He paused 
before he spoke, and when he looked at Hiccup, the young Viking could 
see the admiration and gratitude in his face. "I wanted to say 
thanksa€ 1 for today. I learned a lot; I'm still a bit weary of these 
dragons and all, but I guess no one gets used to such a thing in only 
one day. Maybe this is more like a stepping stone for me than 
anything else." 

"I suppose that's one way to look at it." Hiccup replied. He was 
grinning at Jorvar. The amount of difference displayed by his old 
companion between trying and not trying back to back was astounding. 
The one day, the dragons wouldn't so much as sniff him, and now he 
had a dragon trailing him all the way home. To Hiccup, it was the 
sign of something wondrous, momentous even. The crimson Nadder crept 
over Hiccup's shoulder and approached Jorvar. The dragoness was 
clearly not a shy one, and got right up in Jorvar 's face. She got so 
close that Jorvar sprang his hands up to meet her nose, and was 
forced to push her back a bit. Hiccup found this humorous. "Looks to 
me like you didn't have to pick your dragon Jor, but rather that your 
dragon's picked you. Sort of reminds me of Toothless." Jorvar was 
still trying to stop the Nadder 's oddly friendly displays of 
affection, but he managed to laugh. 

"Toothless didn't really choose you; you kind of just got stuck 
together." Hiccup rolled his eyes and crossed his arms. 

"Also truea€lbut it all worked out didn't it?" Hiccup watched as the 
crimson Nadder tried to give Jorvar a love nibble, but thankfully, 
she missed, and they continued their mini wrestle. 

Jorvar was smiling the entire time, despite the amount of effort he 
had to put into keeping the young dragon from entirely knocking him 
over. He assumed that that fact that a dragon had bonded to Jorvar 
really hadn't hit him yet, but it would, and when did, it was hard. 
Jorvar 's face immediately went from cheery to solemn, and he gazed at 
the Nadder between his hands in front of him. Before he realized it. 
Hiccup saw that Jorvar had actually pushed the dragon away, not 
metaphorically, physically. He stood with his hands at his side, and 
the dragon was looking at him curiously. 

"A dragon is a like a giant dog huh? You give it your love and 
trusta€ 1 and it'll give you theirsa€ 1 right ? " Jorvar wasn't touching 
the Nadder anymore, and his head was down. Hiccup wasn't sure what 
had caused the sudden change in attitude, but he figured it best to 
comply . 

"Yeah, that's the idea." 

"I can't let this Nadder become attached to me Hiccup. It's too 
young, and she needs to stay with her herd, her family." With that, 
Jorvar turned the other cheek, walked up the stairs into the house 
and entered, slamming the door behind him. The Nadder must've 
understood what had just happened, for she sulked away, her long, 
graceful tail scrapping the ground like rusty hoes. 


6. Putrid Realization 
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Chapter 6 

Putrid Realization 

It was about another week before the Nadders began to feel well 
enough to continue on. The Alpha's wing had recovered, mostly. It had 
healed over more than enough for him to be able to fly without much 
trouble, but he'd still need to stop every so often to rest for the 
next month or so. The other dragons in the herd also began to grow 
stronger, as with the restoration of their leader, the moral of the 
herd was slowly returning. Each dragon awoke in the morning refreshed 
and dignified, as if they'd flown thousands of miles towards their 
new lives . 

Jorvar woke up early the day that the herd was supposed to leave 
Berk. He claimed that it was because he wanted to observe how Nadders 
act before beginning a migratory flight, but in truth, everyone in 
the Academy knew that he just wanted to spend more time with the 
crimson Nadder before she was forced to leave. It was true that he 
had refused himself the pleasure of further bonding with her, but 
that didn't mean that all contact among them had stopped. Jorvar was 
still the only one that the crimson Nadder would accept handfed food 
from, and the only one that she got even remotely intimate with. 
Hiccup would often see her brushing up against Jorvar and nuzzling 
him with her nose, and even though Jorvar pretended to be annoyed. 
Hiccup's experienced as a Dragon Trainer saw that Jorvar was growing 
attached to the Nadder. 

It was odd the way that Jorvar and the dragoness interacted. Even 
though the Nadder hardly ever left the Academy, as she'd stopped 
following Jorvar home, she was still seen creeping up behind him when 
he was moving about through the Academy. Astrid pointed out to Hiccup 
that young Nadders are especially prone to imprinting, and that it 
was possible that the Nadder could've adopted Jorvar as its parent or 
sibling. Hiccup found this to be a curious thought, but he brushed it 
off soon after. It was clear to him that no Nadder, regardless of 
age, would be treating a human like she was unless it somehow found a 
way to bind with said human, and no matter what it was that Jorvar 
had done, the Nadder had somehow developed affection for him. 

Jorvar was feeling exceptionally one-sided about the Nadder, or 
course, this was self-inflicted. He tried his best not to develop an 
emotional attachment to the Nadder, but daily contact with her made 
it next to impossible to constantly have to force her away. Within a 
few days, the Nadder was continuing her usual pattern of brushing up 
against him an sniffing him curiously, and Jorvar couldn't do 
anything but laugh, occasionally stroking her nose in response. 

Hiccup also saw that within this time, Astrid was also growing used 
to Jorvar being back on Berk, and she found his interest in Deadly 
Nadders was something they had in common. Though she had never made 
any advances to try and breach the gap between them. Hiccup was sure 
that her tolerance of him would soon turn into friendship, and the 
sooner that happened, the better off the entire Academy would be. 

On the day the Nadders departed, it was relatively clear with hardly 
a cloud in the sky. The winds were gentle, so it was ideal for the 
Alpha to be flying on such a day. The Nadders had all gathered 



directly outside the Academy, and were preparing to take off direct 
from the cliffs above the sea near where the wooden walkways ended. 
Soon enough, the Alpha dragon roared, and all the Nadders started to 
flap their wings. It was a moment before Jorvar noticed that the 
crimson Nadder wasn't moving. She looked as though she refused to 
flap her wings, and was instead flinching. Her tail was drooping, and 
even though Toothless was the only dragon on Berk that could express 
his emotions through his eyes, it was clear that the Nadder was 
reluctant to go anywhere. 

Hiccup walked up behind Jorvar and placed his hand on his shoulder, 
something he realized that he frequently did to him. Jorvar turned 
around and looked at Hiccup reclusively, for he knew what Hiccup was 
telling him to go and do, without ever saying a word to him. Though 
it'd be difficult. Hiccup nodded and left Jorvar to his own. The 
dragon trainee bowed his head and breathed heavily. Directly after, 
he approached the crimson Nadder. The Nadder leaned into him, and 
made a small growling noise, but it wasn't a growl of irritation. The 
growl vibrated more, and sounded as though it was pleading than 
threatening him. 

"I knowa€ 1 I knowa€ 1 " Jorvar began, "But you have to go, you belong 
with them, not me. Goa€ 1 go on nowa€ 1 " This time, Jorvar did 
physically push the dragoness away from him, and she walked towards 
the edge of the wooden boards. She started to flap her brownish 
wings, and soon, the entire herd was in the air. It was a dazzling 
display of all kind of color, and it looked like a soaring rainbow 
after a fresh rainfall. Amid the flying mass was a single red spec, 
and Jorvar watched it longer than anyone else had. Snotlout, the 
Twins, and Fishlegs had long since left the Academy to head back to 
the village, but Hiccup, Astrid, and Jorvar, along with Toothless and 
Stormfly stayed back to watch the herd disappear over the horizon. It 
wasn't quite yet noon when the last several dragons vanished over the 
water, and Jorvar sighed. "It's for the best, right? A young dragon 
needs to stay with its family." And he turned towards the walkways 
and headed back towards the village. Astrid was beginning to mount 
Stormfly, and Hiccup was doing the same to Toothless when Jorvar 
stopped and turned around, yelling to them before they took off. "Hey 
Hiccupa€ 1 ! Where's the Book of Dragons? I feel like doing some 
research . " 

"It's on the table at home." Hiccup called back to him. Near everyone 
in Berk knew where the Book was being held, and there was no one on 
Berk that meant the Book harm, so there was no harm in yelling this 
information. Jorvar nodded and faced towards the village and began to 
jog back to Hiccup's house, as Jorvar 's new house was still being 
built. Hiccup grasped Toothless' reigns and stole another look at 
Jorvar as he headed towards home. He wanted to say something else to 
him, but he felt that there was nothing he could say to Jorvar that 
would make him feel any better. Under his breath. Hiccup whispered to 
Jorvar, "I'm sorry, Jora€ 1 " And they flew off to patrol the 
island . 

Jorvar found himself wandering home. He felt like a nomad sojourning 
around the deserts of world. He didn't bother trying to pretend to 
himself that he was confused as to why he was so distracted, for in 
the safety of his own mind, he knew perfectly well that, despite the 
short time he'd spent with the crimson Nadder, he hadn't wished it to 
leave so suddenly. He didn't deny that he'd formed a bond with it, 
and trying so desperately not to create one happened to be the very 



thing that caused it to materialize. Walking down the planks that led 
back towards the village on the southern end of the island, Jorvar 
stole a glance behind him, expecting to see that large, near 
lumbering creature happily prancing along, following his every move. 
He saw himself running in the opposite direction away from it, only 
to be toppled over shortly after, as he always failed to outrun the 
dragoness. When he came back to the world, out of his daydream, he 
accepted that he was alone, and that the dragon had left Berk with 
its family, as it should've. 

The Viking strolled into the village casually, and many people 
greeted him as he went by. He waved back, trying to act courteous, 
but no matter how much the people of Berk smiled and made physical 
gestures of acceptance and fortification, Jorvar could only ever 
manage a winch and a brief grin. Dragons were abundant all over town, 
and he saw many resting underneath the lifted houses. There were some 
Terrible Terrors causing ruckus around the well, but that was 
ordinarily seen, and it was no cause for alarm. Before Jorvar started 
having any extra fantasies about the non-existent adventures he'd 
have with the Nadder, he started speed walking home. He nearly 
tripped a few times, but always managed to regain his ground. 

Stoick and Gobber had agreed to build the Asvald's new house near the 
Chief's; this was so that Hiccup and Jorvar could be near each other. 
Jorvar passed the outer frame of his new home. He saw that Stoick, 
Gobber, his and father were all assisting the process. His mother 
wasn't anywhere to be seen around the area, he only guessed that she 
was in town somewhere by food or trying to make new acquaintances . 
Jorvar continued up the steps into Hiccup's house, his temporary 
home, and pushed the door open, and then just as calmly closed it 
behind him. 

Jorvar ignored the stew that was in pot over the fire. He wasn't 
hungry. Instead the wafting fuses passed through his nose as if he 
didn't have one, and he moved on up the stair to the room that he. 
Hiccup, and Toothless shared for the time being. The Book of Dragons, 
as Hiccup had said, was sitting on the desk where Hiccup recorded new 
data about the dragons on Berk. Jorvar scoffed, but more in a sly 
way, and went over to the desk the Book was on and sat down in the 
chair. He grabbed the chair and pulled it in closer to the desk and 
placed a hand on the cover of the Book. He'd never actually touched 
the Book of Dragons, and its leathery covering felt almost greasy in 
his hands. He guessed that Fishlegs or Gobber had been handling it 
recently. He placed an elbow on the desk and his palm met his 
forehead, and after he deemed himself comfortable, he positioned 
himself to begin flipping pages and taking notes. 

The exterior light that illuminated Jorvar 's small workplace had 
faded away by the time he found himself in the section of the book 
about Deadly Nadder. Jorvar had been given a small notebook by Hiccup 
to take notes and indications for himself as he learned throughout 
the day, and when he started his excursion in the Book of Dragons, it 
only had a few pages filled out. When Jorvar flipped the page and saw 
that the next section covered Deadly Nadders, the notebook was about 
halfway filled. When Jorvar first caught a glimpse of the Nadders in 
the Book, he was tempted to turn the pages until the next dragon 
appeared, for his notebook already had lots of information on Nadders 
from the week he'd spent taking care of them. However, he decided 
that if nothing else, he'd do it for the sake of having some closure. 
Jorvar couldn't live in emotional isolation around Nadders for the 



rest of his life, so he opted to just accept the fact that his 
near-friend, which happened to be a Nadder, was gone, and there was 
nothing he could do but continue learning. 

As Jorvar continued to glance back and forth between his notebook and 
the Book, constantly paraphrasing the illegible notes that Fishlegs 
had marked in, he began to notice something peculiar. Once he turned 
to the section about Nadder behavioral patterns, things started 
seeming odd. One passage marked down read: 

_Deadly Nadders, contrary to their name, aren't at all dangerous to 
members of their families. Within a herd of Deadly Nadder, each 
dragon contributes to the overall benefit of the herd, and each 
dragon is acted upon kindly by the other dragons that surrounds 
it ._ 

Jorvar was taken aback by this passage by so much that he found 
himself speaking aloud. "KindlyaO 1 ? I don't know if I'd consider the 
herd's behavior towards her as 'kindly.' If anythinga€ 1 " Jorvar ran 
several memories through his head, and remembered a number of 
instances where he saw other members of the herd snapping at the 
crimson Nadder, sometimes even fully biting at her to get away. She 
was also prone to food thievery when Jorvar wasn't hand-feeding her. 
He read on: 

_In the herd, the family bonds of the Nadders are very strong, and 
it's rare for any Nadder to isolate itself from the rest of the herd. 
The exception to this is when a Nadder joins a herd of dragons that 
does not consist of family members. Such instances are common with 
young females, who often become the broodmother of the Alpha Male of 
the herd._ 

"The broodmothera€ 1 ? As in the mother of all the Alpha's 
hatchlingsa€ 1 ? " Jorvar exclaimed. He flipped the page and examined a 
picture of full grown female Nadder, and then ran an image of his 
dragoness through his mind. On the outside, they were near similar, 
the only difference being height. Jorvar was sure that on the inside 
though, the female pictured was mature enough for breeding, while the 
crimson Nadder certainly was not. Even though Jorvar wasn't a Dragon 
Master, he could pull the pieces of the puzzle together without 
foreign influence. 

The crimson Nadder must've been separated from its herd, so it joined 
the group they had seen it with. However, this caused her to hide 
from the group constantly, which explains why she was rarely seen 
around the rest of the herd. As such, when Jorvar came along, her 
protective instinct came forth and she cared for him like family, as 
she singled him out as the outcast of his group, much like she was. 

It was only afterwards that Jorvar began to bond with the Nadder for 
real, and she returned the affection, signaling the change of her 
view of Jorvar as sibling to companion. This also meant that if the 
crimson Nadder stayed with the group, the second she was mature 
enough to breed, she'd be forced to carry the Alpha's eggs, over and 
over again, season after season. Jorvar was well aware that 
repetitive breeding of any animal, dragons included, could take a 
hazardous toll on the creatures health, and in a creature as young as 
the Nadder, it may even kill it. The pieces drifted together in 
Jorvar 's mind so quickly that by the time the entire process was 
finished and he had his moment of realization, he was already 
standing up and rushing down the stairs and out the door into the 



village. He needed to warn Hiccup about this, the Nadder needed to be 
saved . 

Jorvar dashed through the midafternoon light as he swiftly moved 
through the town. He didn't know where Hiccup and the others had 
gone, for the last time he'd seen them, they took off away from the 
Academy and flew somewhere beyond the island. Soon enough, after 
dodging multiple people within the small town, Jorvar saw Gobber's 
saddle shop, formerly weapons shop, come into view. Gobber, if anyone 
knew where to finds Hiccup and the gang, he did. He ran up to the 
window and tapped on the wood. Gobber spun around and a smirk formed 
on his face. 

"Hey Asvalda€ 1 need somethinga€ 1 ? " 

"Hiccup and the othersa€ 1 any idea where they area€l?" 

"Sorry Jorvar. Last time I heard anything about them they were out 
patrolling the eastern side of Berk. And that wasa€ 1 " Jorvar had 
already sped away before Gobber finished. The one-handed Viking only 
shook his head as he watched the novice dart off into the 
woods . 

Jorvar hopped over rocks and ducked under branches as he sprinted 
through the woods. He scanned the skies as he ran, and this almost 
caused him to trip on several occasions. He listened for roars, 
pulsating air, or even simple a wingbeat, but it wasn't until he 
found himself near the cove that he getting signs that his search was 
coming to an end. Up through the trees, he caught a glimpse of a 
flash of black, followed by blue, green, brown, and then orange red. 
It was them! He could tell, but they were flying so fast, and they'd 
never hear him if he yelled. Thinking quickly, Jorvar positioned 
himself within an area that had a small break between the trees 
above, and found the sun to his left. Using the metal in his right 
wrist bracer, he directed a beam at Toothless' head, a refraction 
that Hiccup would surely see. 

Hiccup did see it, though it was faint. He stopped to gaze at it for 
a moment, and even Toothless was confused as to why his rider had 
halted so suddenly. Hiccup looked behind him and saw a flashing light 
coming from back the way they had come, and he ordered the rest of 
his party to stand by while he inspected it. Barely a second passed 
between Hiccup's command and his flight towards the flashing light, 
and in the next moment, he was on the ground, staring at a baffled 
Jorvar. "Jora€l?" 

"Hiccupa€ 1 the crimson Nadder is in some deep trouble." Hiccup raised 
an eyebrow, and even Toothless shook his head. The dragon rider was 
getting ready to speak, but Jorvar cutting him off, already expecting 
his response. "I looked over some behavioral patterns of Nadders, and 
the way they acted doesn't indicate that she a member of their 
family. If I'm right, she just going to be repetitively bred like a 
dog. Sort of like a relinquished mother, endlessly having children 
she most likely doesn't want." Hiccup's jaw fell open, and Toothless 
was confused as well. 

"Uh Jorvara€ 1 could you run that by me one more time?" Hiccup had 
understood what Jorvar said, but everything else said afterwards 
wasn't registering in the minds of Hiccup or Toothless. Jorvar 
altercated with Hiccup, trying desperately to make him understand. 



Once he slowed down. Hiccup understood the message. "You're sure 
about thisa€l?" Hiccup withheld his concern in case Jorvar had been 
wrong . 

"Verya€ 1 " With that. Hiccup gestured for Jorvar to join him on 
Toothless' back, and shortly after, they were off. 


7 . Stake & Impale 
How to Train Your Friend 
Chapter 7 
Stake & Impale 

"It all makes sense now." Hiccup declared to Jorvar has he and the 
other riders darted through the air. They'd been flying for over an 
hour, and still there had been no sign of the Nadder herd. They'd 
flown past Thor Rock and Boar's Head Island, but still nothing 
appeared. They were beginning to lose faith that they'd find them, 
but the determination that burned within Jorvar to save the crimson 
Nadder was more intense than the sun. He encouraged them on, a job 
that he and Hiccup jointly shared. Jorvar had continued to relay his 
information and analysis to Hiccup as they flew, and each time Jorvar 
told Hiccup a new piece of information. Hiccup had one epiphany after 
another. "Nadders aren't hostile towards members of their families, 
and no young Nadder would purposefully hide from its mother. The 
crimson Nadder was always shying away from the rest of the herd. I 
can't believe I didn't notice." Hiccup shook his head as the wind 
blew back his hair, and he made sure not to loosen his grip on the 
reigns that joined him to Toothless. 

"Believe me. Hiccup; you've no idea how idiotic I felt when I realize 
it." Jorvar said. 

Behind them, Astrid watched the way they were talking, and if you 
didn't know that Jorvar had just recently started his training, you'd 
think that both of them were dragon experts. The inexperience that 
Jorvar possessed didn't seem to hinder his ability to speak about the 
Deadly Nadder at all, and each time him mouth opened, only useful 
information came out. Astrid was also impressed at Jorvar 's display 
of knowledge about the Nadder. Even though she was the only one in 
the Academy that owned a Nadder, Stormfly, it seemed as though the 
crimson dragon that had befriend Jorvar had taught him in one fell 
swoop everything he needed to know. It seemed as though it was enough 
intelligence to rival Astrid' s information on the Deadly 
Nadder . 

"How do we know Jorvar is for real?" Snotlout yelled from behind 
Astrid. Hiccup turned around and faced the solid-faced Viking. It was 
clear that Snotlout didn't care about Jorvar or the crimson Nadder, 
but it was Snotlout, nothing else was to be expected. 

"Not offense Snotlout, but I think Jorvar already knows more about 
Hookfang than you do. In fact, he probably already knows more about 
all of our dragons than you and Twins combined." Tuffnut laughed from 
the neck of Bleach. 


"Oh yeaha€ 1 " He boasted 


"How many heads does a Zippleback have?" 



Jorvar looked at Tuffnut with a raised eyebrow. 


"Uha€ 1 twoa€ 1 " Jorvar answered, staring at Tuffnut with 
bewilderment . 

"Wronga€ 1 ! No, waita€lhang on a seconda€ 1 " Tuffnut placed a hand on 
his chin and appeared to be thinking, of course, no one watching him 
was buying it. Ruffnut made a noise of disgust. 

"It's two you idiota€ 1 !" 

"I knew thata€ 1 " Tuffnut exclaimed, but he clearly wasn't trying to 
compensate for his idle time spent trying to determine how many heads 
a Hideous Zippleback had. Hiccup had had enough. 

"Cut it out you two. You can fight after we find the Nadder." Hiccup 
ran a list of islands that they hadn't inspected yet, and choice 
seemed to be narrowing down to only a few. From behind him. Hiccup 
heard Astrid calling his name. 

"Hey Hiccup, we haven't search Dragon Island yet. I know that it's 
unlikely for them to be there because of all the other dragons, but 
do you think that they'd have to try and land there anyway. With the 
Alpha's wing and allaCl?" 

Hiccup had considered the idea that the herd might be on Dragon 
Island, as it was the closest inhabitable island to Berk. Even though 
the Red Death had made its nest there and the mountain still had a 
massive hole in the side, it was still a near paradise for dragons of 
all species, not just rock-loving dragons like the Gronckle and 
Whispering Death. The steep slopes and isolated area of the patch of 
land made many dragons feel cozy, and it was common to find wayward 
dragons there. The waters surrounding the island were also often 
filled with Tidal Class dragons, like the Scauldron and Thunder Drum. 
Perhaps, if they were lucky, the Nadders had flown in that general 
direction and landed on the island so that their leader could rest. 

It was a bit of a longshot for sure, but not entirely 
impossible . 

"That's not a bad ideaaC 1 hey budaC 1 " Hiccup said aloud after Astrid' s 
comment. He then leaned down and patted Toothless under his lower 
jaw. "Think you could change course to Dragon Island?" Something that 
few people on Berk knew was that Toothless hated going to Dragon 
Island, and he only went there for emergencies. He despised the 
island for all the trouble that it had caused him and Hiccup, and he 
tried to advert Hiccup from going to that place whenever he could. 
Toothless however could sense that this time around, their desire to 
head in that direction had nothing to do with personal interest, and 
was purely for Jorvar 's sake. Toothless roared in response, and he 
picked his ears up and listened carefully for any sounds that came 
from the island. After a few moments, he picked up what sounded like 
a large cluster of dragons coming from the southwest direction of 
where they currently were. Toothless looked in the direction that 
he'd heard the noise, and Hiccup smiled. "Alright, he's got it. Let's 
go, bud." Hiccup flicked his metal leg and changed the direction of 
Toothless' tail, and they headed off towards Dragon Island. "Don't 
worry Jor, we'll save her." 

"I hope you're right Hiccup." Jorvar said solemnly. 



He'd still hadn't figured out how a single young Deadly Nadder had 
left such an impression on him in only a week. But regardless, his 
mind was entirely focused on rescuing her, as he'd surely hate 
himself if he was too late. He grasped Hiccup's back and held on 
firmly as Toothless and the rest of the party sped up. Jorvar didn't 
know what he was flying towards, but he had a funny feeling in his 
gut that whatever was about to happen, it was part of his destiny, 
and everything had already been predetermined. This wasn't a 
comforting thought, as he'd hate to think about what would happen 
should he fail. Jorvar would never subject any human being to a life 
like the one the Alpha probably had planned for the crimson Nadder, 
so why should a dragon have to take the position instead? They 
hurried onwards towards the landmark, and the closer they got towards 
the island, the more anxious Jorvar began to feel inside. 

By the time Dragon Island can into view off in the distance, they had 
already formulated a plan. The strategy was Hiccup and the others to 
distract the rest of the herd, namely the Alpha, while Jorvar slipped 
in on foot and coaxed the crimson Nadder into following him. This was 
necessary because, if Jorvar 's prediction was correct and that the 
Nadder had a life as a broodmother ahead of her, she must've been 
extremely close to sexual maturity. This meant that within weeks, 
possibly days, she'd have to permanently join with the herd. Should 
this happen, as Nadders are loyal to their families, the crimson 
dragoness would forcibly have to stay with the herd and care for its 
children, and then it'd never leave despite its discretion against 
being there. 

They flew towards the land mass with seemingly every wind imaginable 
at their backing. Each dragon flapped their wings strongly, and every 
time Toothless roared, hope and determination reignited inside 
Jorvar 's heart. He may not have been a dragon trainer, but he still 
had the conscience to take care of his friend. So, as far as Jorvar 
was concerned, this crimson Nadder was his friend, and since it was 
clearly miserable around this herd, it was his job to save it. This 
wasn't a case of self-righteousness, anyone that had seen the dragon 
interact with the rest of its herd could've told you that it was 
disheartened being there. Jorvar sought to change that, and with the 
help of the Berk Dragon Academy, he was going to succeed. He felt it 
in his gut, much like the way Gobber could sense things. Only this 
feeling was strong, and far more empowering than any feeling Gobber 
had ever possessed. One might have seen Jorvar speeding towards the 
island with wings of his own, and a glowing circle hanging over his 
head . 

The crags of the jagged rocks around Dragon Island began to drift 
past the team, and soon they split apart to search around the 
island's perimeter. Astrid and Fishlegs went around the southern 
border, as Hiccup remembered not to pair Astrid with Snotlout anymore 
after the previous incident. As such, Snotlout went around the 
northern bend with the Twins, and Hiccup, riding on Toothless with 
Jorvar along for the ride, sped along the western side. They had 
arrived on the eastern side of the island, so just at first glance, 
they could tell that the Nadder herd wasn't there. As they flew on, 
past the rocky beaches and over the heads of dozens of different 
kinds of dragons, Jorvar marveled at the diversity that the island 
possessed. He saw dragons of all kinds living together all on the 
same island, in near harmony with no quarrels or outbreaks of any 
sort. It began to make him think about how life had changed on Berk. 
The sight was similar to how the Vikings of Berk had grown to live 



with dragons as opposed to killing them. It also made Jorvar think 
over his inner turmoil. When he had first arrived on Berk the 
previous week, he was as closed minded as the outer shell of a sea 
oyster. Now, seeing all this acceptance and compassion, it near 
melted his heart, and his longing to see the crimson Nadder saved 
only grew stronger. He was having a change of heart. If there was any 
doubt in his mind previously about his affection for dragon changing 
from none to as equals, he was convinced. No longer did Jorvar see 
dragons as 'monsters' as he'd said when he first arrived. To Jorvar, 
this Nadder had captured his heart and placed it in thrall. Hiccup 
could feel Jorvar 's heartbeat increase, as they were still pressed up 
against each other on Toothless back. As soon as the thud of Jorvar 's 
heart sped up. Hiccup could tell everything that was going through 
his mind, and it reminded him of the way he felt when he first 
realized that he thought of Toothless as a friend, not a 
dragon . 

Distant roars broke the dragon trainers out of their moment or 
realization, and it was only a second before each noise was 
identified. Jorvar leaned over Hiccup's shoulder to listen in better, 
and when another wave of sound hit him, a small grin was painted onto 
his face. His heartbeat increased even further, and Hiccup could 
vouch for Jorvar 's assurance. "It's them Jora€ 1 " Hiccup said out 
loud, "They're here alright." Jorvar felt a swelling in his eyes, but 
constructed a mental dam to hold back his tears of joy. It was 
decided, he'd cry when the struggle was over. 

a€ 1 

Toothless hopped across the ground in front of Hiccup. Jorvar opted 
to stay back, as he'd worry he'd give away their position. Hiccup and 
Toothless both got behind a boulder, and when it sounded safe to 
sneak a peek. Hiccup got onto Toothless' back and his dragon hoisted 
him up so he could climb up the rock and peer over. Hiccup grasped 
the cracks and pulled himself up, and slid onto the top of the rock, 
but remained out of sight. Jorvar had his fingers crossed as he 
watched, for if Hiccup fell, the entire plan would be ruined. Hiccup 
loosened his grip to pull himself up over the top of the rim of the 
rock. As he did this, he saw the entire herd before him, but 
thankfully, they didn't see him. He watched as the females groomed 
themselves and each other, and the males fought with each other, 
though it was only for practice. The Alpha male was over by the face 
of the mountain. Hiccup saw that he was on his side, laying down and 
resting. The teen Viking scanned the area for the crimson Nadder, and 
soon found her by the shoreline. She appeared to be staring into the 
ocean water, but whether she was simply gazing at her reflection in a 
moment of vanity, or she was preparing to take a drink, he didn't 
see. The next moment. Hiccup ducked back behind the rock and slid 
down until his feet met Toothless' back. Toothless lowered him back 
down onto the ground where they were hidden, and he called Jorvar 
over . 

"Alright, the entire herd is here. Yes, even the crimson Nadder. 
However, the Alpha is also there too. But, we may have a chance if we 
do this quickly. The Alpha is by the base of the mountain resting, 
and the Nadder is over by the water." As he was explaining the layout 
of the herd to Jorvar, the other three dragons and their riders 
appeared. Stormfly set down quietly, but Hookfang and Barf & Bleach 
crashed down like they were trying to make a statement. Tuffnut 
hurled himself off of Bleach and sounded like he was yelling. 



"How's it going Hiccup?" Astrid hurried over and smacked him over the 
helmet, "Owa€lthat hurta€ 1 do it againa€ 1 " Tuffnut smiled. 

"Quiet Tuffnut." Astrid said sternly to him. "Hiccup, I take it you 
found the herd then?" Hiccup nodded to her. "Alright, then how long 
do we have?" 

"I don't know, but we'd better move as fast as we can. We don't know 
how long they've been here already, they could leave at any second." 
Hiccup looked at Snotlout and the Twins. "Snotlout, Ruff, Tuff, 
you're on." Snotlout crossed his arms and grinned proudly. 

"Of course I am." And he spun around to hop back on Hookfang. The 
Twins started bickering about something irrelevant as they climbed 
onto their dragon's heads, and they all took off swiftly. 

As they flew off, Astrid placed a hand on Hiccup's shoulder. "You 
sure they can handle this?" Hiccup watched them as they flew over the 
Nadder herd . 

"I do. If anyone can cause distractions, it's them." The word escaped 
from his mouth just as volumes of noise broke out from over the rocks 
they were hiding behind. 

Hiccup, Toothless, Astrid, and Jorvar ran out from behind the boulder 
and saw the Nadders beginning to get disoriented by all the sounds. 
Jorvar saw that even the crimson Nadder was beginning to wobble about 
by the overpowering boisterousness. The attention was all going to 
Snotlout and the Twins, and they were having their dragons spew fire 
and roar to draw the interest of the herd. Many of the dragons looked 
up and either roared back or spat fire back at them, but Jorvar knew 
that this was his moment. He ducked around the other two Vikings, 
past the Night Fury, and sprinted towards the dragoness that was 
still standing near the water. The rocks he ran over felt like blades 
digging into his feet as he slowly got closer to her, and before he 
realized it, the Nadder was before him, staring up at the ruckus. 
Jorvar waved his arms to try and get his friend's attention, but she, 
as well as the rest of the herd, was too drawn into Snotlout and the 
Twins' noises. Jorvar snarled in aggravation, but he knew better than 
to try and manhandle a Deadly Nadder, especially a female. He quickly 
looked around to see if there was anything nearby he could use to 
make her follow him, as the herd's interest in the noise would soon 
subside. Looking around, Jorvar saw nothing except rocks and sand. 
Dragon Island in two words. The green-eyed Viking was running out of 
time, and so the risk needed to be taken. 

Jorvar ran behind the crimson Nadder so that his front was facing the 
Nadder 's tail and hind legs, and then he reached down into the water 
they were standing in and picked up a rock. It was a moment before he 
threw it, as he didn't want to hurt her. The rock flew from his hand 
and made contact with the back of the Nadder 's head. It wasn't a 
punishing blow, but it got her attention. The crimson dragon spun 
around and roared at him, and it began taking steps towards her 
assailant. Jorvar tried his best to remain calm, but his ankle tucked 
under a rock and he fell back. Stones met his back as it entered the 
water, and it stunned him for a moment. Jorvar shook his head, 
getting his face wet, but he jumped up again. No silly trip would 
mean the downfall of this entire plan. Jorvar wondered if he needed 
to throw another rock, but he seemed to have the Nadder 's attention. 



He knew that the only reason she was acting aggressively was because 
she was disoriented by the noise coming from above. Jorvar turned 
around in a haste, and darted towards the boulder that he'd been 
hiding behind. As he turned, he heard the Nadder roar again, and he 
could hear the splashing noises made by her steps in the 
water . 

Hiccup, and the others watching, ducked out of the way as Jorvar and 
the Nadder vanished behind the rock. Astrid covered her head as the 
dragoness stomped past her. While she knew many things about Nadders, 
she'd never imagined that you could entice one to follow you by 
making it angry. She'd be sure to mark this down in the Book of 
Dragons when they got back to Berk. 

The change was near instant as they tucked out of range of the 
calamity. The boulder that concealed them shielded the noise, and 
made the crimson Nadder one with herself again. She shook her head 
from side to side, and cooed lovingly. She batted her eyes, and 
blinked vigorously. It was a moment before she realized who was 
standing before her. Her heart began to beat quickly, and she let out 
a playful growl before she nuzzled up against Jorvar. She heard him 
laughing and felt his hands touch her nose. Jorvar was gentle, as any 
dragon trainer should be, and he slowly stroked her nose and lower 
jaw, making the Nadder release a purring noise from her throat. 

Jorvar was thrilled that he had saved the Nadder, for now that she 
was away from the herd, there was nothing stopping her from coming 
back to Berk. There, she'd be safe. The crimson Nadder had her eyes 
closed while Jorvar continued to rub her nose and laugh, but then he 
saw her eyes flash open as if they were bolts of lightning. 

At first he didn't know what was wrong, but then he heard swooshing 
in the air, the sound of flapping wings. Before he had a chance to 
react, the Alpha Nadder crashed down in front of them. He must've 
seen them run off together. The male dragon stared at them angrily, 
and it was only a second before his tail spines were sprung in their 
place. He was getting ready to hurl them at Jorvar, not the Nadder. 
Jorvar realized what was happening; the Alpha must've recently 
decided that the crimson Nadder was to be its mate, and it was acting 
protective over her, even though Jorvar had helped treat the Alpha. 
Again, Nadders care for their own kind, and while the crimson Nadder 
didn't consider the Alpha as family, the opposite was no longer true. 
The crimson Nadder would get caught in the strike if the Alpha flung 
its tail spines at Jorvar with the dragoness standing so near to 
him . 

Without thinking, Jorvar used a trick to get the Nadder to move out 
of the way, by scratching her in a certain spot under the chin, with 
caused her to collapse in place, ducking her down out of the way of 
the spines. However, there was nothing Jorvar could do to avoid the 
spines, and one by one they flew in his direction. He could felt the 
air break as each one whizzed past him, each one coming within 
inches, possibly centimeters of his body. He quickly pulled his hands 
up to cover his face, but what felt like a hot needle made contact 
with his palm as he moved it from his side to protect his face. It 
pierced his skin and dug into his muscle, and the further it travel 
the more he could feel it breaking the fragile bones in his hand. The 
spine had caught Jorvar 's right hand, right in the palm area, and had 
entirely flung his hand back and nailed him against the boulder. 
Hiccup and the others came around after his scream shattered the 
other noises that were being produced, and they watched as blood 



drained from his impaled hand. There was no question, he'd never be 
able to use that hand again. 


The crimson Nadder was snapped out of her euphoric state that Jorvar 
had caused when his shriek of agony drifted through her eardrums. She 
darted right back up, and while no other of the Alpha's tail spines 
had hit Jorvar, it was clear that the one that had hit him would 
render his right hand useless, quite possibly for life. The dragoness 
saw her friend in all his pain, and she watched as fluid, the same 
color as her scales, leaked from his right hand. Nadders look after 
their owna€ 1 

Toothless roared and tried to step in, but before he even got an inch 
closer, the crimson Nadder was in the air, talons on the Alpha's 
face. She roared violently, and her wings tore through the sky with 
determination. The Alpha bore his teeth, and flames escaped his 
mouth. The crimson Nadder dodged it, and she tucked behind him and 
raked his back and tail, tearing off several spines as she went. The 
Alpha roared in pain, and the Nadder circled around to the front and 
spewed fire at his face. The Alpha blundered backwards, having been 
put on his back foot. He rattled his head, and then took to the sky 
himself. The dragoness followed him, and there was a wide array of 
claws and talons beating through the air. The crimson Nadder cut up 
the Alpha's legs, and clawed at his jaw, and he was beginning to fall 
down to the ground. The Alpha saw the crimson Nadder coming in for a 
final blow, her talons wide and ready to maim. He ducked out of the 
way and made a deep incision through the base of her left foot. The 
crimson Nadder howled as Jorvar had, but she flapped her wings 
valiantly and unleashed volumes of fire unto the Alpha's back and 
head. The dragon's mouth open to roar, but nothing came out. Instead, 
the monster spread his wings and vanished over the boulder from wench 
he'd come. The fight was over. 

The crimson Nadder set down, but she collapsed after putting weight 
on her left foot. She was badly injured after that blow, and she 
wouldn't be able to walk on that foot until it healed. Hiccup ran 
over to Jorvar and felt his forehead; he seemed to be burning up. He 
gripped the spine that was embedded in his hand, but it was in too 
deeply, in his hand and in the rock behind it. Astrid walked over, 
and together they pulled, but still the spine wouldn't come out. 
Finally, Toothless walked over and grasped the spine with his teeth 
and pulled, and with an oozing sliding noise, the spine slipped from 
Jorvar 's hand and onto the ground. Hiccup sat Jorvar up against the 
boulder, and noticed that Jorvar 's eyes were closed. 

"He's unconsciousa€ 1 againa€ 1 " Astrid looked over Hiccup's shoulder as 
he spoke. "We need to get him back to Berka€ 1 nowa€ 1 " Astrid 
nodded . 

The other riders were gathered up and everyone mounted their dragons. 
Astrid tried her best to direct the crimson Nadder, but she would 
only fly nearby Jorvar 's body. As such, when Hiccup tried to haul 
Jorvar onto Toothless' back, she quickly snatched him up for herself 
in her good right talon. Not bothering to stop her, as she had 
seemingly deemed herself Jorvar 's guardian, Astrid directed the 
Nadder towards Berk, and kept a close eye on her during the flight. 
Hiccup looked back every now and again while they flew, and Jorvar 's 
hand was still bleeding, seemingly without exemption. They'd need to 
hurry and stop his hand from bleeding any further, otherwise the 
crimson Nadder might lose her rider, before she even officially got 



one. Everyone travelled at their top speeds, and soon. Berk came into 
view over the orange horizon. 


8. Spitfire 

How to Train Your Friend 

Chapter 8 

Spitfire 

Rough scales rubbed up against Jorvar's face, and he felt their 
coarse touch tear across his aching front. They weren't going to draw 
blood, but it was as if sandpaper was begin used to try and smoothen 
his face down to a softer state. It was a few second before he 
noticed that the entire world was black, and he couldn't see anything 
aside from a motionless void before his eyes. In time, he eventually 
realized that he had passed out, yet again. If this kept up, he was 
sure to become the laughing stock of Berk. Jorvar Asvald VI, the 
fainting Viking. Jorvar hated the way that sounded. 

Cracks of light began to form at the bottom of the void he was 
staring into, and from it came blurry shapes and images. He thought 
he saw a giant reddish circle hanging in front of his sore facial 
features, and this circle could apparently split in two and reveal an 
even greater hollow black tunnel of nothingness. Something shiny and 
pink emerged from this slowly darkening tunnel, and Jorvar face was 
touched by something long and slimy. The pain in his face slowly 
vanished into the void he'd seen, but now his face was utterly 
drenched in some putrid smelling goo. He tried to blink to bat the 
goo away, but instead, some got into his steadily opening eyes, and 
it burned his eyes into watering. 

It was then that Jorvar remember that he had arms, for he'd been so 
disoriented by fainting for a second time that he forgot he had 
control over many functions. He moved the fingers on his left hand, 
and brought his entire arm up to his face and with a clean sweeping 
motion rid his face of the icky goo that had somehow been placed 
there. He blinked frivolously, and the world around him began to grow 
clearer. He was in a wooden room, lying on a bed covered in wool 
sheets and a blanket. Hanging to his left, the giant reddish circle, 
had been the face of the crimson Nadder. The shiny pink thing had 
been her tongue, for she had apparently licked him into waking him 
up. Her catalyst worked, for now he was shaking his head back and 
forth, trying to rid himself of the confusion that was currently 
surrounding him. 

There was no one else in the room besides himself and the Nadder. He 
gazed around the room, and he heard the crackling of a fire 
downstairs. He was tempted to leave the sheets behind and journey 
down the steps, for hearing the fire dance beneath him suddenly made 
him feel chilly. He pulled his left hand up to his right shoulder, 
and he rubbed it with dry fingers. They felt like all the moisture 
had been sucked out of them, and were brittle like desert sands. His 
skin was slowly beginning to heat, and he moved his right hand up to 
his left elbow, intending to do the same thing. 

However, the very second he moved his right hand, pain like that of a 
hornet sting coursed through his hand and down into his wrist, but 



there it stopped. It was almost as if there was some kind of wall 
in-between his wrist and forearm that prevented the pain from 
travelling any further. Jorvar tried to move his fingers, but they 
ceased to obey his command. He moved his arm into his lap to stare at 
it for a moment, and saw that many bandages had been wrapped around 
his palm and wrist. Jorvar guessed that he'd been bleeding a lot, for 
in several places there were blood splotches leaking through the 
outer layers of the wrap. Jorvar attempted to have his right fingers 
move again, but they wouldn't listen. 

It was then that he remembered everything. Every moment from the time 
he set foot on Dragon Island to the moment he fainted and watched the 
world go black. He'd been trying to rescue the crimson Nadder from 
the clutches of the amorous Alpha Male of her herd that had 
intentions of making her his mate. As she was too young for such a 
thing, he and the others sought to rescue her, and after they'd 
managed to find her and pull her away from the herd, the Alpha 
appeared. After he emerged, at which he was very angry, he'd launched 
some of his deadly tail spines at Jorvar and the crimson Nadder. 
Jorvar had managed to get the Nadder out of the way, but his hand, 
his right and dominant hand had been caught in the volley and was 
impaled against the rock behind him. The inside of his hand was 
shattered, and his bones were damaged beyond healing. The blood loss 
from such a dangerous blow caused Jorvar to pass out shortly after 
he'd watched the crimson Nadder fend off the belligerent Alpha. The 
truth finally struck Jorvar like one of the six shots a Gronckle 
possessed. His right hand, his good, strong, invaluably important 
right hand, was no more. He'd never be able to use it again; he'd 
lost all use of it for good. 

Jorvar, before he panicked, check to see if his wrist and arm had 
been loss in the struggle too; to his relief, they remained intact. 
Now he understood why the pain had ceased as soon as it arrived at 
his wrist. His wrist and arm were still intact and movable, his hand 
and the fingers attached to it were the only things that would work 
no more. Jorvar smiled. He should have been upset that his dominant 
hand was no longer working, but he could help feeling blessed that he 
could've suffered much worse. His entire arm could've stopped 
working, or have been torn off entirely. At worst case, he could've 
been killed by the Alpha. Jorvar used his left hand to push himself 
up against the head of the bed, and the crimson Nadder, who ' d been 
simply watching him the whole time, nuzzled up against him. 

Jorvar placed his good hand onto her snout and rubbed her steadily. 
Above all else, regardless of his hand, he was grateful that she was 
okay. The crimson Nadder had been the whole reason that he'd lost his 
hand, so to see that she was alive and well, it was like Odin had 
welcomed Jorvar into Valhalla early. The dragon made a quiet purring 
like noise, and cooed in a motherly fashion. Whether the Nadder 
thought of Jorvar as a friend, sibling, or child, the Viking didn't 
care. All he knew was that he and the Nadder were friends, and the 
bond they shared was strong. 

A creaking noise was heard from the downstairs area. The dragon 
perked her head up to footprints coming up the stairs, and over the 
top came Hiccup, followed quickly behind by a surprisingly cheery 
Toothless. Hiccup approached them and pulled up the chair from his 
nearby desk. He plopped into it as Toothless crawled up to the foot 
of the bed. Jorvar now had friends surrounding him on all sides. 
Hiccup to his right. Toothless in front of him, and the Nadder he'd 



saved to his left. Hiccup reached over onto the bed and placed his 
hand on Jorvar's shoulder. 


"Hey Jora€ 1 how are you holding up?" It was a simple question, and 
Jorvar giggled a bit before responding. 

"I guess I'm as good as I'll ever be." 

"And the handa€l?" Hiccup asked softly. Hiccup was aware of what 
happened to Jorvar's hand, but he didn't know if it would be 
permanently damaged. This was the time when such information was to 
be told. Jorvar's stomach twisted when Hiccup asked him this. He 
assumed that inside, it was a sensitive topic, but instead of 
refusing Hiccup, Jorvar simply smiled and said, 

"What handa€ 1 ? Hiccup, I've always had only one working hand. This is 
nothing new for me. I'm an Asvald, I can take it." Hiccup shook his 
head. From this jolly answer, he knew that his fear had come true 
after all. Jorvar's hand was gone. 

"Wella€lthat means that you and that Nadder are on equal terms." 
Jorvar turned his face to look at Hiccup, and his eyebrow rose like 
rain clouds over the ocean. "Yep, during her fight with the Alpha, he 
made an incision across her left foot. It was a pretty deep cut, and 
now she can't feel a thing there. We've tried, but she not getting 
the feeling back. Every time she's flown since then she's always 
landed on one foot." 

Jorvar was startled by this, and he turned towards the crimson Nadder 
and leaned over the side of the bed and saw that Hiccup was right. He 
hadn't seen in before because he was too busy lying still under the 
covers, but now that he was looking, he saw everything. The crimson 
Nadder 's left foot was wrapped up in many layers of bandages, much 
like Jorvar's hand was. Unlike his hand, blood wasn't seeping through 
the gauze, so it must've been tied rather tightly. Her right foot was 
twitching, but her left foot wasn't. Jorvar guessed that the cut had 
been so deep that it had nearly the same effect on her foot that the 
spine had on his hand. Her foot was still there, but she couldn't 
feel it, almost as if it wasn't there at all. The incision had been 
made near where her talons joined to her foot, close to where her 
foot met the base of her leg. It was almost clean down the middle of 
her foot, going across horizontally. Jorvar could tell because that 
was the area that was wrapped. 

"She lost her left foot for me?" Jorvar said turning back to 
Hiccup . 

"Pretty much, and you lost your right hand for her." Hiccup threw 
back with a dignifying smile. "I guess that means you two are just 
like me and Toothless. I lost my leg, and he lost his tail fin." 
Hiccup sat with his arms crossed, and Toothless smiled at Jorvar, or 
at least, the best he could. Jorvar pulled his dead hand in front of 
his face again, and thinking over the process of equivalent exchange 
that had happened between himself and the Nadder, he smirked at the 
oddity of it. Hiccup watched as Jorvar tried to piece it together, 
but stopped him before he hurt himself. "Alright, alrighta€ 1 that ' s 
enough Jor. Can you walk? Everyone's waiting for us outside." 

Jorvar used his good hand to pull the covers off of himself, and he 
swung his legs over the side of the bed. He rubbed his forehead and 



breathed heavily. The two dragons watched him as he did this. The 
Nadder even breathed in sync with him as he exhaled. Hiccup reached 
out a hand to pulled Jorvar up, and assist him in standing, and 
Jorvar gave a smile of approval. "Thanks." 

Hiccup smiled, and the entire party moved down the steps. Jorvar 's 
earlier desire to sit by the fire had vanished, for he no longer felt 
chilly. Hiccup warned Jorvar to cover his eyes before he open the 
door to the outside, and the one-handed Viking concealed his eyes 
from view. Hiccup led him out the door, and Jorvar uncovered his 
eyes. Before him, he saw that the entire gang was standing before 
him. Astrid was waiting at the foot of the steps to the house, and 
behind her was Fishlegs who was waving and hooting with ambition. 
Behind them the Twins were making grunting noises and trying to sound 
tough, but Jorvar disregarded them. Next to them was Snotlout, who 
was just standing with his arms crossed, and a devilish smile of 
acceptance streaked across his face. 

"Yeaha€l ! The dead guy's awakea€ 1 .!" Tuffnut yelled. 

"He's clearly not dead idiota€ 1 " Ruffnut hollered at him and banged 
him over the helmet. 

"Righta€ 1 I knew thata€ 1 " 

"No you didn'ta€l" And they began to argue. 

Jorvar set foot in front of Astrid with Hiccup behind him, and she 
extended her left hand to shake. Jorvar smiled and reached out to 
grasp her hand, and they shook hands like old friends. "Not bad 
Asvalda€ 1 not bad at alla€l" 

"Like wisea€ 1 Hof f ersona€ 1 " He saw Astrid smile and nod at him. Hiccup 
came around to face Jorvar from the front, and Hiccup grinned at him. 
"So Hiccupa€ 1 when do I start learning how to ride my dragon?" Jorvar 
said and swung his left arm circularly, as if he was sudden a 
happy-go-lucky elf of sorts. 

"Ia€ll don't know Jora€ 1 " Hiccup blurted out sarcast ically . "I didn't 
even think you wanted to learn how to train a dragon, let alone ride 
one. As I recall, you said they were 'monsters.'" Hiccup put air 
quotations around his final word. 

"Baha€ 1 " Jorvar shrugged it off easily. "I never said that! That was 
some ignorant, lame Viking who knew nothing about dragons. Of which I 
have absolutely no relation toa€ 1 " The message was clear, and Hiccup 
turned to Astrid. She nodded and gestured for him to speak. 

"Well thena€ 1 " Hiccup began, "We can start right away if you want, 
provided your hand doesn't pose a problem." He said to Jorvar. 

"This flimsy thinga€ 1 ? No, it won't be a problem at all." Jorvar said 
as he pointed to his hand and shook it like it was 
leather . 

"Alrighta€ 1 but firsta€l" Before Hiccup said another word. Toothless 
and the crimson Nadder burst from Hiccup's large window; they ran 
from the side of the house to meet them up close and personal, and 
the other dragons around went to greet them. Meatlug sprung up to 
meet Toothless, and the crimson Nadder began to interact with 



Stormfly. It was a good thing that they were doing such, because now 
there 'd be two female Nadders in the Academy. Hiccup watched this, 
and the crimson Nadder circled around away from Stormfly and hung 
over Snotlout's head. He moved out from under her and faced her from 
the front as Hiccup spoke. "You need to give your dragon a 
name . " 

Jorvar knew that this was going to come eventually. Whenever a Viking 
befriends a dragon and they become Dragon & Trainer, it was paramount 
that a system of equality was established. The easier and shortest 
way to do this was to give the dragon a name, that way you could 
speak to each other on even ground, figuratively. But what name could 
Jorvar give to the Nadder? He thought of many names in only a few 
moments. Tailwind? Crushclaw? Redwing? Spirehorn? Cloudchaser? No, 
none of the names seemed good enough to him. Jorvar turned to stare 
at his new dragon and friend, for in a moment, it was apparently 
decided that they were dragon and trainer. This didn't bother Jorvar, 
as he'd felt honored that instead of choosing his dragon, his dragon 
had chosen him. In more ways than one, he was like Hiccup and 
Toothless. The similarities struck him as coincidence, but in his 
heart it felt more like fate. Jorvar watched as his Nadder toyed 
around with Snotlout, but before he thought of any other possible 
names, she opened her mouth and he saw an orangey glow forming from 
her within throat. He knew what was coming. 

"Snotlout, get downa€ 1 !" Jorvar called to him, and the bulky Viking 
covered him head and threw himself towards the earthy soil as a 
stream of fire escaped from the Nadder 's mouth. No one else was in 
the fire's path, and Toothless quickly fanned it out. Jorvar ran over 
to Snotlout and his Nadder, and he pulled the black-haired Viking up 
with his left hand. "Snotlout, are you okay?" 

"Yeah, what was that about?" He said with aggravation in his 
voice . 

"I don't know, I guess she knows that she's getting a name or 
something. It must excite her. I didn't know she'd spit fire like 
that." The light bulb over Jorvar 's head lit up, and his smiled 
formed over his faced like the moon goes over the sun during a solar 
eclipse. "Spitf irea€ 1 " Hiccup turned and faced Jorvar as the name was 
said aloud, and he faced him back. "Her name will be 
Spitfire . " 

Jorvar saw Hiccup smiled back to him and nod in approval. "Well then, 
let's get going to the Academy. You and Spitfire have a lot of stuff 
to learn before you can start flying together." Spitfire faced the 
sky and roared. Jorvar could tell that she understood her new name, 
and that she loved it. Jorvar stroked her nose, the thing she enjoyed 
the most. Without delay. Hiccup, Astrid, and Jorvar, along with their 
dragons headed off to the Academy, eager to start Jorvar 's training. 
Everyone else stayed behind in the village, for they had had enough 
of Jorvar and Spitfire for one day, this was especially true for 
Snotlout . 

As they walked down the wooden planks that led to the Academy, Jorvar 
turned around and watched the village slowly fade from view. He 
continued walking with Spitfire by his side. Never in his life did he 
imagine that one day his world be utterly rocked by a dragon like a 
Deadly Nadder. But he guessed that in the end it was all fair, and 
soon enough, he'd forget entirely that he ever had a working right 



hand. In his mind, he'd traded it for something far more valuable: a 
best friend. 


a€ 1 

"Alvin sira€l?" Said Savage as he approached Alvin from behind, "The 
reports are true, there is a new dragon trainer on Berk. And he's an 
Asvald, just like you said he'd be." Savage stood with his hands 
together, as not to provoke Alvin into yelling at him. 

Alvin quickly spun around and stared at Savage through his scraggily 
eye lashes, and he grunted as he turned back around to face the sea 
from his fortress on Outcast Island. "Excellenta€ 1 we can use that to 
our advantage. Now, we just have to waita€ 1 " Savage nodded his head, 
and with his usual amount of fear navigating its way through his 
body, he left. The chief of the Outcasts stood proudly looking over 
the ocean, and even though no one was around, he faced the direction 
of Berk and spoke. "We're coming for youa€ 1 be ready, Jorvar Asvald 
VI . " 


9. Epilogue 

How to Train Your Eriend 
Epilogue 

"Ready Jora€l?" Hiccup asked his friend. 

"Not really, but if I don't do it now, I don't think I ever will." 
Jorvar replied as he slowly rose from his seat. 

He'd arrived at the Academy early that morning, even earlier than 
normal actually. The dragon trainee had been training with Spitfire 
for a month, and he was blessed that no attacks from the Outcasts or 
Berserker had interrupted his sessions with Hiccup and Astrid. The 
other members of the Academy had been helpful, to an extent anyway. 
Eishlegs had shown Jorvar his way around the Book of Dragons and 
shared all its secrets to give Jorvar the benefit of using its wide 
array of knowledge whenever needed. Snotlout, though crude, had shown 
Jorvar how to act assertive around his dragon, should she ever act 
up. However, Spitfire proved to be more than an affectionate dragon, 
as well as fierce when she needed to be. The Twins took turns trying 
to teach Jorvar something he could never truly identify. 

Jorvar learned most of what he knew about dragons from Hiccup and 
Astrid, and the credit was equally shared. Hiccup taught him the 
importance of trust between dragon and trainer, along with other 
lessons. Astrid was the one responsible for teaching him the 
formation of certain battle strategies that they had formulated in 
the event of an invasion or small scale attack. Jorvar was careful to 
observe Hiccup and Toothless over his month of training that led up 
to his first flight with Spitfire. It was a day he was both eager 
for, and terrified of. Many thoughts spread through his brain, dozens 
of which were simple thoughts of doubt. There were numerous occasions 
where Hiccup would try to ease his friend's troubled mind, but 
nothing truly seemed to have any effect. As the day for his 
initiative flight drew closer, Jorvar was only worrying himself, but 
had made a solemn promise to himself and to Spitfire that he wouldn't 
back out, no matter how nervous he had been. 



Spitfire rattled a bit back and forth as she excitedly waited for 
Jorvar to mount her. Even though she was still young, and probably 
couldn't carry Jorvar for very long or far, she was most likely more 
eager than anyone to have him fly with her. He'd made sure to speak 
to Spitfire a lot, which was a tip he'd been given by Fishlegs. This 
seemed to increase the bond they had, and it showed, as Spitfire grew 
more and more protective of Jorvar with each day that passed. She was 
also nervous, but was far less concerned than Jorvar had been. She 
fidgeted with delight and anticipation, and she watched as her rider 
slowly approached her from the side. He looked strong to her, and she 
was happy for him, as he seemed to recover from his recent handicap 
quite well. 

It was a moment before Jorvar actually attempted to pull himself up 
onto the saddle that had been crafted for the two of them. It was a 
specially made saddle that Gobber had worked tirelessly on. It was 
woven together with tough oxen leather, yet was still smooth enough 
that Jorvar 's hands wouldn't get rug burn if they were strung across 
it like a bow to a violin string. It also had a spot especially made 
for Jorvar 's makeshift grip. Gobber and Hiccup had pooled their 
expertise in blacksmithing and metalwork to construct a literal iron 
grip for Jorvar to use when he'd be riding Spitfire. It was an 
awkward looking device, and had a circular base and long rectangles 
extending from the square foundation. The rectangles were curved at 
the end, and this is where he would grasp it. Built into the saddle 
was an iron bar where he would normally have placed his right hand, 
and the curved edges around the iron grip clung to this bar, 
replacing the grip he'd usually have with his right hand. It was 
entirely airy, and Jorvar could slip it onto his right hand, where he 
could then use the built in lock to snap it into place without ever 
causing him pain or discomfort, and just like that, he'd be able to 
hold on with both hands, essentially. 

Astrid was the first to grab Jorvar and push him up onto Spitfire's 
back. He gripped the saddle tightly, and locked his iron grip onto 
the bar with a clang. He grown used to lying in the designated riding 
position, as Hiccup had made them practice. Jorvar took a deep breath 
and crouched down his head, and Spitfire opened her wings as she 
limped towards the gate of the Academy. Once they faced the opened 
entrance. Hiccup and Astrid both hopped onto their dragons and 
carried with them stern expressions. Jorvar was the first true new 
recruit that they had trained to be part of the Academy, and all 
their lessons were about to come forth as he rode on his new 
dragon . 

"Whenever you're ready Jora€ 1 " Hiccup called to his friend. 

The new dragon trainer closed his eyes, and with stones in his 
stomach, he heard himself give Spitfire the order to fly, which she 
responded to unquestionably. At first he felt nothing but large 
barricades of wind tearing past him, and the breeze had long since 
been left behind. Soon, he heard Spitfire's wings lock into a glide, 
and it was only then that he realized that his eyes had been closed 
for the short duration of the flight. He slowly opened them, and to 
his amazement, the world was flying along with him. Rocks soared by 
him like they'd been thrown their way, and the water beneath them was 
like a swift river flowing in the opposite direction. Spitfire 
groaned, and Jorvar ordered her to land on a nearby rock formation, 
as there were many around Berk. They crashed down, and Jorvar noticed 



that his hand was shaking, not from fear, from adrenaline. 


"Welcome to the Berk Dragon Academya€ 1 " Hiccup said, and Jorvar saw 
all the other riders land on the same rock. Jorvar looked around, and 
he was grateful to be surrounded by so many friends. 

"Thanks guysa€ 1 I think that was enough for a first run. We'll rest 
here for a bit, and then we'll head back." Hiccup and the others 
nodded and Jorvar 's declaration, and one by one they flew off. Hiccup 
stopped to turn around, and both he and Toothless were radiating 
pride for their accomplishment . Soon enough though, they too were 
off, flying away into the distance. Spitfire had continued to land on 
her right foot, as she still couldn't feel anything in her left. 
Jorvar unlocked his right hand from the bar and leaned over to rub 
Spitfire's lower jaw; she made a sweet purring noise and growled 
lovingly. "That'll be us one day girl." Jorvar said as he watched his 
friends fly towards the motionless horizon line. "Someday soon, we'll 
be just like them." 

The End 


End 
f lie . 



